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Who dares and does not win. 
Fails not so far as he who never dares, 
Or, daring wins unworthily. 
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TO THE READER. 



TT is with hesitation and doubt this first offering is 
sent forth for the cold scrutiny of a world that 
must look upon it with far different feeling and a 
colder charity than he whose labor and patience has 
brought it forth. The beggar's child is none the 
less dear to its mother, and has all the love and 
fondness of her poor heart ; nevertheless, to the 
world it is but a beggar's child. That which is 
beautiful in the mother's eye, to the world is but 
gross deformity, and its comeliness is hid beneath 
rags. Such may be this child of the brain. I have 
no apology to offey and no explanation to give for 
my presumption, since my offering and not my 
motives is to be judged. What is written I give, 
hoping that there may be that in it which may 
beguile a careless hour or arrest an idle thought, that 
may lead to higher aspirations and aims. Many of 
the scenes described and sufferings depicted, are 
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from personal observation, having witnessed and 
experienced in the vicissitudes of our war, what I 
attempt to tell ;• while others are from the experience 
of those who have themselves passed through the 
fire. The weaving of these with a thread of fiction, 
to be agreeable, depends upon the author's skill and 
judgment, as much as in pure fiction, of which class 
is lantha ; and how well that is done is left to the 
decision of a critical public by 

THE AUTHOR. 
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INTRODUCTION. 



I. 

TTHESE are but pictures of the things that were 
"*• And are, and live in memories fresh and bright ; 
No visions painted of the empty air, 

That take their shadings in our fancy's light ; 

But such as live forever in the sight 
Of eyes that saw in all their darkness shown, 

Of hearts that felt, amid this horror's night, 
The depths of grief unfathomable, known 
To those who suffered in the shock alone. 

II. 

How many hearts will throb responsive yet 

To memories quickened by these scenes portrayed, 
Which linger with the things they ne'er forgA, 

As colors that in pictures never fade. 

But through the years grow deeper ; and the shade 
Which gives the whole relief but darker grows. 

Though softened by the years that slow invade; 
A sweet forgetfulness of o'erpast wt>es, 
From whence the fabled stream of Lethe flows. 
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III. 



And yet the curtain we would lift — would draw 
The drapery of the past, the fading years 

Recall, and what they were, and bore, and saw ; 
Their sunshine and their cloud, laughter and tears 
And, with the shades of dead and shadowy fears 

Yet over us, look back — look trembling back, 
And reach our hands from where the future nears 

Unto the past, and from the tempest's track 

Gather some flowers amid the ruins black. 

IV. 

And they are sad, sweet fancies ; marred, 'tis true, 
By scenes ensanguined, such as war e'er brings ; 

Yet to the fierce, as to parched lips the dew. 
The tender gives a solace, and it flings 
The odor of its sweetness o'er all things j 

And, turning from the evil, we forget, 
While gazing on the good, the darker springs 

In hearts depraved^ and, with a sad regret 

For sin ahd weakness, love our fellows yet. 



V. 



And human love for human kind is sweet ; 

Aye, sweeter than all love we know beside 1 
For other thing 'ti$ mystical and fleet ; 

But when eyes glance to eyes, when softly gUde 
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Hand into hand, as warm lips meet, the tide 
Of love flows sweetly on : the thrill inspires 

Beyond all other passion ; deep and wide 
It swallows all, as fierce Vesuvian fires, 
In the broad current of our chaste desires. 
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I. 

THE MEETING. 
I. 

nPHE days of Peace are calm and sweet, 
■^ Although they may be few and fleet ; 
We gaze upon the vision fair, 
We hear her songs breathed in the air. 
And in all hearts a deeper tide 
Of gushing love and patriot's pride 
Swells with the victory that has won. 
Beneath a southern sky and sun^ 
AneW| the battle for the free ; 
And saved a nation's liberty, 
Made sweet by memories that entwine 
The brows of that illustrious line— - 
Immortelles from a hand divine — - 
Whose lives, like meteors through the night, 
Sent forth a line of living light 
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Thltt flashed upon those hours of gloom, 
Far reaching through the years to come, 
And fired our hearts with theme as grand, 
The rescue of a stricken land ! 
When day is clear and skies are bright, 
How small the circle of our sight ! 
But when the shadows thick and fast 
The day in darkness overcast, 
We may behold the lurid flash. 
And hear the pealing thunder's crash ; 
But when the inky curtains close 
Around, the darkness deeper grows. 
Concealing, in its depths, the waste 
In morning's light too plainly traced* 
Through storm of war we cannot see 
Where rolls the tide of misery, 
The thousand hearts that sit in nighty 
Andffeel, unseen, its fearful blight, 
Save when the crash of battle comefii 
Whose baleful light shows thousand hotties 
Made desolate^ while yet from sight 
The shadows shut us ere we know 
Aught save the shock and crushing blow ; 
Their grief in darkness lies concealed^ 
To us no more to be revealed ; 
The stranger's hand no more must part 
The veil that shrouds a bleeding heart ; 
But yet the memories of that time, 
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The tales of love, the deeds of crimen * 
And all the joys and griefs they bring, 
Are free — are his to tell and sing. 

II. 

I look where swept the battle storm, 
But see not, through the murky air, 
The hosts that late were struggling there. 
The sunlight now, so bright and warm, 
Shines o'er the vegetation rank. 
On sod their flowing life-blood drank ; 
While underneath, the earth is pressed 
Upon each still and pulseless breast 
How hushed, how deep a silence reigns 
Around those mighty battle^Iains 1 
Dead echoes sleeping from the blast — 
The silence of its thunders past — 
How weighs it on our spirits here I 
We know — we feel a presence near, 
Yet where ? above — around — below ? 
We cannot tell ; and all we know, 
'Tis with us still, thdugh undefined ; 
It floats upon the passing wind, 
A shape, yet shapeless to the mind \ 
Created, yet no creature born, 
A mist that fades at glance of morn. 
It breathes no word, it shapes no line, 
That mind of mortal can divine. 
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For spirit blessed will not essay 

The language of our quickened clay; 

Yet from the sod a whisper comes, 

Which fills the air around those tombs, 

And 'with the' spirit, through the mould, 

A strange communion thus we hold : 

For who can tread the battle-ground 

Where freedom's martyrs sleep around. 

Nor feel a thrill of conscious pride 

To know that those who fought and died, 

Struck for the land our patriot sires 

Redeemed through freedom's purging fires, 

And in their blopd baptized again 

That flag which bears no deeper stain ! 

Beside their graves we learn the price, 

The richness, of the sacrifice 

The nation gave that we might be 

Free in a land to us left free. 

The thought inspires ; we feel anew, 

In veins grown chill the blood course through. 

With thrilling fire whose flame imparts 

New love and zeal to fainting hearts ; 

And thus restored that virtue lost. 

The will to act where others boast, 

Beside their graves we breathe the vow 

That we will be as they are now, 

And to the last our bosoms drain, 

And sleep beside the honored slain. 

Ere all this blood be shed in vain ! 
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III. 



We hear the breeze in passing by 
Breathe o'er their dust a mournful sigh ; 
The dews of night fall cold and wet 
In drops of silent, sad regret. 
While birds that poise upon the wing 
Above a mournful requiem sing. 
As spirits of the upper air 
That watch and sing forever there I 
Rest fallen braves ! the land that gave 
Ye birth, a home — and last — a grave, 
Will give — 'tis all the dead can claim — 
On history's page a deathless fame ; 
And to the living, who must mourn 
Where sorrow's lamp in love shall burn, 
A home redeemed, where nevermore 
That tree, which fruit so deadly bore. 
Shall bud and blossom with an ill 
More dread than Upas shades distilL 

IV. 

A few short years — but long indeed 

Where thousands watch, and fight, and bleed — 

Have passed away since o'er this land 

We saw the works of art expand : 

The cabin change its rough-hewn walls 

To marble front and pictured halls. 
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Where art's more lovely gems replace 
The ruder trophies of the chase ; 
Where spread the antlers high and wide. 
With shot-pouch hanging by their side, 
And in the branching horns among. 
The woodman's trusty rifle hung, 
Were painted scenes, the walls around, 
Of mountains high, of lake and glen, 
Sequestered spots from haunts of men ; 
Of flying deer pursued by hound, 
Which once had come, the hot chase o'er. 
To stretch himself along the floor. 
And there in sleep the chase renew 
And yelp response to dreamed halloo ! 
Where skins of beasts were rudely spread. 
Were tapestries and silks instead ; 
And for the plain and frugal fare. 
Were fruits and wines, both rich and rare ; 
While on the spot where waved a wood 
In nature's deepest solitude. 
Where rude hands plucked the pining flower, 
Spread cultured field, or bloomed the bower ; 
Yet in the storm of war, a waste 
These scenes of beauty have replaced. 
And works of peace around are strown. 
By war's fierce blast rude overthrown. 
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There is a vale — a sunny spot — 
Once seen through life is not forgot, 

Where smooth and still the Holston's tide 

Rolls ever onward, deep and wide : 
Where, down the vale, the open plain 
The forest belt has cut in twain, 

A green wall left on either side. 
Down where the water's limpid wave 
In ripples the green borders lave, 

The greensward stretches fresh and bright, 
While, dipping to the water's brink, 
The nodding flowerets bend and drink. 
Or pendant from the drooping bough 
They strive to clasp the forms below, 

Reflected thtx)ugh the mirrored light. 
The fields are lovely, even now, 
Where yet the broken flowerets grow, 
Though desolation's fiery brand 
Has threefold swept the stricken land. 
The coming peace, like coming spring, 
Has breathed upon the withering, 
And, quickened by reviving breath. 
Like maiden snatched from arms of death, 
Though heathful glow return again, 
Yet on the cheek and brow remain 
.The withering trace and lines of pain. 
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Thus with this land ; though fresh and fair. 
The waste of war still blackens there. 

VI. 

What towering ruins these that stand 
Desolate in this smiling land^ 
With windows high nor sash nor pane 
Within the roofless walls remain ? 
The fretted archways, high and wide. 
Stand grim and black on either side, 
With marble columns, chased and plain, 
Black with the fire's unfading stain, 
Whose wreaths of smoke like serpents wound 
Darting their tongues of flame around, 
When from the torch the blaze on high 
Lit from the roof the midnight sky. 
The trees, which spread their cooling shade. 
To earth the ruthless axe has laid. 
Or else, by Are burned black and bare, 
They rear their leafless branches there, 
Bleak in the balmy air that brings 
To them no verdure on its wings. 
The flowery walks are now o'ergrown 
And choked with moss and broken stone, 
Through which the nightshade's deadly vine 
Its dark-green tendrils slow entwine ; 
While here and there in sickly bloom, 
Like flower upon neglected tomb. 
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The poppy, pink, and jessamine. 

Amid the waste, a feeble ray 

Shed o'er the dullness of decay. 

The arbors, bowers, and groves, that spread 

Their cooling shades, are waste and dead ; 

While nothing but the ruins tell 
Of aught that ever flourished there, 

Of aught that ever towered or fell, 
Hurled down by the dread bolts of war ; 
Few lands could boast a spot more fair ; 
Few scenes could gather in their span 
A picture fairer, wrought by man 1 

VII. 

Roll back, thou rapid tide of timie, 

So fraught with grief and black with crime. 

And lift the veil of vanished years, 

Deep dyed with blood and wet with tears, 

That we, through scenes presented there. 

May gaze upon the prospect fair ! 

I see the Holston near at hand — 

Sweet Holston with its yellow sand 

And limpid tide, and flowery strand -— 

The same in calm and tranquil flow 

As seen a thousand years ago : 

But where those ruins, late, I see 

A wondrous work of witchery ! 

The fields are fair, the groves are green ; 
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And arbors blush with flowers between^ 

While from each bower^ that sweetly blocmiy 

Like incense float their rich perfumes^ 

Which, stealing on the senses, steep 

The soul in dreams unknown to sleep. 

Those broken walls are now replaced^ 

The blackening marks of flame effaced ; 

Those leafless branches bud and bear 

The drooping spray and floweret fair, 

While trailing o'er the archway twine 

The climbing rose and creeping vine ; 

Through their green leaves, like shafts of snow, 

The fluted trunks from base below 

Bear up the lofly portico ; 

Yet scarce the columns' hidden place. 

In dapple flakes of white I trace : 

While all embowered and hid from view "^ 

Save here and there light glimpses thrQugb 

Of latticed window, lifted sash. 

Through which at eve the night-lamps flash * 

Like stars above a leafy wood, 

With light uncertain and subdued — 

Was seen the hall whose boasted heir„ 

In all the land the flower most fair. 

VIII. 

I see her now as she was then» 
With blooming cheek and golden hair„ 
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And eyes whose blue reflects again 

That azure of the upper air. 
Her flowing robe of gauzy snow 
Scarce hides the heaving charms below ; 
A trace upon the pearly skin 
Marks where, but faint and soft, begin 
The fleecy folds that gather there, 
To leave the swelling bust half bare, 
Save for the silken scarf her care 
And modest grace impels to wear. 
Around her neck, where thread-like vein 
Scarce leaves a faint and wandering stain, 
Is linked a glittering, golden chain. 
Whose every link with pearl is set. 
With diamond clasp and ruby fret, 
While nestling in a snowy fold 
A picture cased in virgin gold. 

IX. 

The sinking sun with yellow gleam 
Is flashing o'er the murmuring stream. 
While on the hills its brighter glow 
Burns o'er the darkened slopes below; 
While, gathering thicker in the gten, 
The shadows meet and qlose again, 
As pressing on the skirts of day 
They chase the dying gleams away. 
This is the hour, the sweetest given, 
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.When lifts the western ports of heaven, 
And glancing down the level rays 
. We see its courts in glory blaze, 
Too bright for human eye to trace 
The beauties of that glorious place ; 
Too bright, for in the radiant glow. 
The eyes of mortals blinded grow, 
Till close the ports in shadows pale. 
And twilight deepens through the vale. 
And this the hour when love invites 
The youthful heart to its delights. 
And quickens in the breast a fire, 
A yearning, half-expressed desire 
For deeper joys and brighter scenes. 
Where love's s\yeet sunlight intervenes, 
And, from the present, guides to where 
The future paints the vision fair ; 
Or from the clouds that darken there. 
Shows where the rift, in feeble blue. 
Lets but a gleam of hope break through. 
Ellina, in this twilight sweet. 
With shadows gathering at her feet^ 
Sits watching where so oft before 
Her lover breathed his fond vows o'er. 
Before the darkened hour had come 
To leave her love and hope in gloom. 
And still she lingers there alone, 
And breathes the vow as he had done 
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When her fond heart by love was won — 

And feigns the echo of her own 

Sweet voice, still his in answering tone ; «, 

And with the memory that wreathes 

In form of love and word that breathes, 

Which comes again with tenfold power 

Whene'er returns this twilight hour, 

Communing of the absent there 

With sigh of love and breath of prayer, 

So watches she in her sweet bower, 

« 

Still bending o'er that' golden case 
To gaze upon her lover's face. 

Her bosom heaves a bitter sigh ; 

The tears slow gather in her eye, 

And welling to the fountain's brim 

In sorrow's mists its light grows dim. 

A shadow comes before the sight ; 

Within is less of cheering light ; 

Though love*s trimmed lamp bums no less bright, 

Yet hope is shrouded, and its fyre 

Grows feeble as the flames expire. 

It is not sorrow nor despair 

That damps the flame still burning there, 

But absence and the constant dread 

Of something — what, she cannot tell — 
Yet token hears in stealthy tread 
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Of unseen feet, and knows full well 
The messenger at last will bring 
* Upon her heart some fearful thing. 
She looks upon the pictured face, 
And in those features fain would trace 
Some sign of kindred fueling shown 
That gives reflection to her own. 
She starts ! — is that a parting beam 
Through which his features softly gleam ? 
She looks around; the setting sun 
Has left the clouds a sombre dun, 
While fading from the mountain's crest 
The light that dies along the west ; 
It was a fancy vague and wild, 
But yet it seemed the picture smiled ! 
•An instant the delusion lingfers 
From fancy's softly penciling fingers. 
Then, ere the flitting thought is past. 
The face resumes its stony cast. 
Anew the tide of stifled woe 
Is quickened to a deeper flow. 
While dowi\ her cheek, all pale and wet, 
The flood of sorrow now has set. 
It is a bitter flood, such grief ! 
And tears can give but poor relief ; 
For, be the drops or small or great, 
They have no power to soothe or sate, 
When in the heart, uncertain still. 
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We fear and feel some threatened ill. 
Give back the absent or else prove 
The useless vigil of our love ; 
Then doubt will raise no hopes or fears 
Of brighter days in coming years, 
To be dissolved at last in tears 1 

XI. 

" Give back the absent ! " thus she pleads ; 
" This constant heart in sorrow bleeds ! 

Yet for this breast no balm is found, 

And time heals not the gaping wound. 

But wherefore weep when but a fear 

Is all I feel for one so dear, 

Whilst others feel the stunning pain 

Where grief forbids to hope again ? 

A year and more is passed, and yet 
No tidings of the absent heard ! 

I dare not think he would forget, 
But why this coming still deferred ? 

Ah, why ? but hush ! 'tis not for me 

Beyond this misty veil to see 

Nor question where I cannot read 

The motive nor discern the need. 

This cruel war ! how many hearts 

Its iron hand in sorrow parts ! 

Parts with a hope that cheers in vain, 

On earth they never meet again ! 

I've heard their bitter cries of pain 



^ 
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When from the heart the hope was riven 
By bolt from war's dread tempest driven, 
And thankful then was I to see 
How little grief was felt by me I 
But yet where drives the biting steel 
The wound at length may close and heal ; 
The poisoned shaft we scarce may feel, 
And yet its point leaves festerings sore 
That heals and closes never more." 

XII. 

The shadows now have changed to night. 

Through which is shed the stars' pale light, 

A misty darkness that ascends 

And with the falling starlight bj^nds, 

Tqo thick for shadow, yet too pale 

To hide with its dissolving veil ; 

And yet she sits in sadness there 

Still loth to leave a spot so fair. 

Whose every memory breathes of one 

Met there so oft at set of sun. 

This is a dream which love will wake, 

A spell that we are loth to break, 

. And wish the hour would always last ; 

For in such visions of the past 

We draw anew from fount not dried 

Sweet draughts of love's returning tide. 

She lingers yet ! though past the hour 

When she should leave the trysting bower ; 
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The chirping bird has flown to rest 
In leafy spray or hidden nest, 
While silence through the shadowy air 
In darkness grows oppressive there. 

XIII. 

Lifts now the breeze yon drooping spray 
That hangs like curtain o'er the way ? 
I see it move, yet cannot mark 
Aught save its swaying in the dark 1 
There is a step — I hear the tread 
Upon the broad walk's gravelly bed : 
She starts at sound of footsteps nigh. 
With sudden spring and startled cry, 
Which serves in darkness to reveal 
The presence she might else conceal, 
For see ! a form draws quickly near — 
A voice — the words I cannot hear — 
Another cry, but not of fear. 
And on that breast for which she sighed, 
Her tears flow in a joyous tide. 

XIV. 

" 'Tis long, EUina, since these arms 
Have folded thee upon my breast ; 
Tis long since on thy beauteous charms 
These doting eyes have joyed to rest ; 
For in these days of war's alarms, • 
When heart is torn from loving heart. 
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And hostile lines fond lovers part, 

'Tis little hope we have at best, 

Though heart would dare the wildest scheme, 

Tb clasp the form of young love's dream. 

Save in the venture I have made ; 

For love, in waiting long delayed, 

Must needs once more pay gentle court, 

Though danger lurk and time is short, 

And once again confirm the vow, 

If yet, as erst, thou lovest me now." 

XV. 

" O 1 doubt me not ; no thought so base • 
In heart of mine could e'er find place : 
Thy love to me the life-tide gives, 
And in its light my spirit lives; 
Cloud but the eye, withhold the smile 
And see these cheeks that glowed the while 
Blanch with the chill of trembling fears 
Beneath their dewy veil of tears. 

! didst thou know how long and late 
For thee this heart would watch and wait. 
Forgetting time, and place, and all, 

In that sweet thought which would recall 
Thy memory and the love it woke. 
Borne in those thrilling words which spoke. 
E'en in thy absence, still so clear, 

1 fain would start and think thee near ; 
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! didst thou know the long lone hours 
I sat among these fragrant flowers, 
Which now in darkness from their bloom 
Breathe on the air a faint prefume, 
To watch the golden beams of light 
Fade into shadows of the night, 
And watch the shadows as they crept 
From dusky glens in which they slept, 
And pictures from the landscape draw, 
In every one of which I saw 
Thy form a halo in the shade 
In all its loveliness portrayed ; 
! didst thou know that in my sleep 
For thee I smile and sigh and weep. 
As cpmes the dream, or sad or bright, 
Soft hovering in the mists of night, 
Then never would such doubt as this 
Have shadowed o'er this hour of bliss. 
Be banished thought that comes allied 
With sorrow's deep and bitter tide I 
Back I rising waves, and sink to rest, 
And lash no more this heaving breast. 
But leave the calm of this blest hour 
To cheer us with its soothing power. 
How blest the thought 1 to know that we 
Are now, as we long hoped to be. 
United, whilst all fear or thought 
Of present ill disturbs us not. . 
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It is enough such hours can bring 
One vision borne on soaring wing. 
The vision of a love diat fills 
Eadi heart, which with its raptore thrills ! • 
We grasp it — feel its boming fire 
That will not, save with life, expire. 
And leave for fiite to quendi the ray 
That sweetly brightens o'er our way. 
Nor look we where the shadow comes 
'TOl o'er the heart its darkness glooms.'' 

XVI. 

^'Twas not to wound ; nay! I must feel 
The keener pang from entering steel. 
And e'en the thought but half confessed 
Strikes deeper in this faithful breast 
Than pointed shaft by malice driven 
^ Which from the heart its hope had riven ; 
But let my acts, not words, still prove 
How true my heart and pure my love ; 
Then judge if I could wound the one 
Whose love is to my life the sun 
Whidi brightens in its course b^^n, 
Until thy smiles like golden rays 
Make all the sunshine of my days. 
And now this heart whose every beat 
ThriUs with that fire which makes life sweet. 
True to the land that gave me birth. 
And all I have of wealth and worth. 
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True to that flag whose azure field 
Shows in the breeze its starry shield, 
Proved in the fire, must ever be 
True to the love it finds in thee. 
We parted when the bitter flood 
Of war scarce tinged the land with blood, 
And I to go to fields where life 
Ebbed from the flood of surging strife, 
Thou lingering yet thine altars by. 
Remained alone to wait and sigh, 
Still faithful to my faith and me 
As I am to my vows and^thee, 
Yet thou knowest not adversity. 

XVII. 

"This lovely spot indeed is blest 
. In this sad land by war oppressed ; 

For I have seen as fair a land 

Swept by the all-<:onsuming brand ; 

I've seen the patriot's home laid waste 

Until but blackened ruins traced 

The lines where, scarce a day before 

Rose stately halls and latticed bower, 

With hate so deep for loyal name 

It seemed a fuel to the flame, 

Which, mingling with a vengeful ire 

Uprooted all that 'scaped the fire. 

When I have seen those ruins black 

That mark the bold marauder's track, 
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My thoughts to thee in fear would turn, 
Lest midnight see thy dwelling burn 
While wandering through the mountains wild. 
The loyal father leads his child, 
Too true to yield allegiance still, 
Too proud to serve a traitor's will. 
And yet a darker vision came 
To startle with a dreaded name — • 

That hateful name thy quickened ear 
I will not pain, this hour, to hear — 
And with it brought the bitter pain 
Of fear we might not meet again ; 
For through these lines I dared not come 
To take thee from thy lonely home. 
Nor aught of thee could learn to cheer 
The hope grown dim and dark from fear* 
We marched and fought o'er many a field, 
* And when it seemed the foe would yield 

And we should win this lovely land, 
Reverse, or worse — a fainting zeal 
Which chills the heart and blunts the steel. 
And crimsons treachery's cheek with shame 
For deeds performed in loyal name. 
Defeated valor and o'erthrew 
Our conquering hosts ; and then anew 

The victors, armed with torch and brand, 
A fiery scourge, swept o'er the way 
Which still between our armies lay 
To where our forces turned at bay. 
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But thanks, at last, to zeal and skill, 

Combined with an unyielding will, 

We press them fast and press them far. 

And to their homes we bring the war ; 

To rescue those who wish to join 

That banner with its conquering sign. 

Yet distant still our forces lay. 

But I have found an open way. 

And through that path to thee I come 

To bear thee from this fated home ; 

For there is one — thou knowest his name — 

His traitor's heart thou puttest to shame — 

And thinkest thou he forgets the sting ? 

Ah, no ! he crouches in the spring, 

To blast thy home with sword and flame, 

And bear thee where no father's arm 

Or lover's blade can save from harm. 

A noble heart, in sooth I but still 

He loves thy face and bears me ill ; 

But fear no more his coward hand, 

For yonder waits my trusty band ; 

No children they I He rues the hour 

He bares their steel to feel its power. 

XVIII. 

" 1 how I longed with heart oppressed 
To clasp thee to this heaving breast, 
And feel that on my arm and blade 
The task to shield thy life was laid ; 
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Then could I prove the heart that burns 
With love for thee all danger spurns, 
When thou the one to win or lose, 
As speeds my sword, a life's repose ; 
And I have vowed that ne'er again 
Nor fate, nor war, nor armed men 
Shall part us while my arm can wield 
For thee this blade in battle-field. 
No, no 1 enough of grief has been, 
And it is time that we begin 
To taste the high and flowing measure 
Now waiting in the hand of pleasure. 
With thee, no care, no thought, save bliss 
In all the hours that follow this, 
Should ever rise to dim the sky 
Unclouded to thy tearless eye. 
No sun obscured on love shall rise. 
No mist of tears, no blast of sighs. 
Shall drop in dews or shake the bower 
To blast one bud or break one flower. 
But with thee, for thee, each endeavor 
Will be to crown with blessings ever." 

XIX. 

" How blest my heart, that in this hour 
It feels unchecked thy lovers sweet power, 
With not one doubt or fear of ill. 
This glowing flame to damp or chill ; 
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But in its pure and perfect day 
Behold life's shadows pass away f 
Long have I watched and suffered long : 
Though hope grew faint my love was strong, 
And now these sufferings teach how dear 
To prize the cup just proffered here. 
O ! Herbert, those who watch and wait 
The even steps of changeless fate, 
And know each day's relentless sun 
Ends but the eve as morn begun, 
Save that the hours with steadfast pace, 
Drop from the scroll in heavy days, 
Feel not in all their pangs, such sting 
As doubt can to the suffering bring. 
But yet there are sweet hours of joy, 
When doubt cannot our hope destroy 
Which wears the gloomy night away , 

That loads the heart with love's delay ; 
And as the tide parts o'er our feet 
In murmuring waves we long to meet. 
We launch on them while in our reach. 
Nor trust again the treacherous beach. 
No more shall parting wring from me 
Its bitter tears of misery ; 
No more shall I as in the past, 
My hopes upon remembrance cast, 
But with thee, joining life with thine. 
Thy cares, thy joys, shall all be mine I 
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Let adverse winds blow e'er so chill, 
Let fortune's frowns be dark and ill, 
Thy lot I follow boldly still ; 
But never let misfortunes part 
These hands, yet leave united heart." 

XX. 

" Then come ! the hour is wearing late ; 
Delay but tempts our evil fate. 
No long adieus our time require 
In parting from thy loyal sire ; 
He knows my presence and will know 
'Tis with me, not the hated foe, 
His child has gone." " I must not go 
As though in flight I left the land 
Without a blessing from his hand. 
I know our parting must be brief, 
Yet I would spare uncertain grief. 
I know his wish ; aye, for this day 
How often have I heard him pray ! 
Yet I would see the joy he feels, 
Receive the kiss his blessing seals. 
And, with a fond adieu, depart. 
Approved by him and my own heart ; 

. Then would there be no hours of pain 
For this should we ne'er meet again." 

" EUina, then thy wish receive, * 

Thy father comes to take his leave," 
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Replied Legrande, as through the night 
A shadow darkened oh their sight, 
And with a sob her head is pressed 
Upon that father*s heaving breast. 

XXI. 

" Think not, my daughter," spoke her sire, 
" Thy secret wish I would inquire. 

Yet there kept rising in my breast 

A boding fear that would not rest, 

And for relief beneath these trees 

I wandered in the cool night breeze ; 

I heard your voices, and thy quest. 

By me thy parting should be blest ; 

My blessing follows fast thy prayer, 

I yield thee to thy lover's care. 

And may the happiness that flies 

This heart, as sleep from wooing eyes, 

Find rest in thine when peace shall come 

And dwell an inmate in thy home. 

Beware McCreigh the partisan, 

A heartless, bold, and cruel man ; 

His spies are near, and well for thee 

Thy track their keen eyes fail to see. 

! when will peace return again 

And stay the hands of evil men, 

And give me back in my last years 

A solace for my grief and tears, 



I 
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These jewels lent ; Ellina last 
Surrendered, though liot loved the best, 
And Albert, equal in my joy 
A noble son, a loyal boy 1 
Under the flag I love he bears 
A noble part ; his young soul dares 
In the red field all things, that we 
In years to come may yet be free. 
God bless my children both, for He 
In blessing them still blesses me. 
And thou, Legrande, in all an heir. 
Receive with them an equal share ! 
But time wears late ; the coming day 
Must find you far upon your way ; 
Here danger lurks ; I may pass through. 
If not, why then, a last adieu ! " 



II. 

THE CAPTURE. 
I. 

/^UR hopes in life are bubbles blown, 
^^ Most beautiful when they have flown ; 
But yet what heart, in hour of joy, 
Would pierce one bubble to destroy 
The fancied beauty which is cast 
Upon a thing too frail to last ; 
If it were known an insect's wing 
Could brush away the lovely thing, 
And leave a mist of bitter spray 
For what was rudely cast away ? 
Our visions are not all of air. 
Although tjiey seem for life too fair, 
And painted by illusive light 
Which dazzles and misleads the sight. 
Forgetting what is at our feet, 
Yet will we dream of visions sweet. 
While gazing upward to the skies 
To fill our souls and feast our eyes ; 
Yet, if we stoop, the flowery sward 
Already brings a rich reward, 
3 
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No wealth can buy, no skill create, 

But free to all 'till fullness sate. 

A thousand gems our eyes behold ; 

A thousand buds their sweets unfold, 

Until the air, o'erladen, sheds 

In dews and perfume on our heads, 

From field and garden, wood and bower, 

Through peace, a sweet baptismal shower. 

Yet in the cold, ethereal blue. 

We gaze with ever longing view, 

For higher joys in which to sleep 

A soaring fancy that must creep 

In wingless solitude, while clay 

Usurps o'er soul its lowly sway, 

And rules, as with an iron rod. 

The insect-mortal in the clod. 

Divine in spirit as a God ! 

Chained to its dust, that essence pure 

Must still with sordid clay endure ; 

Must pine for purer joys that gleam 

As visions in a blissful dream. 

That leave the waking still more sad 

Because in sleep our hearts were glad. 

II. 

But those who let their souls aspire 
To such ethereal, pure desire, 
In striving where they cannot gain, 
Ix)se all the joy and feel the pain 
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Of disappointment doubly keen 

In losing that which might have been, 

Had they but read their mission right ; 

which teaches that we draw delight 

From all around as from the light 

Is drawn the tmts that paint the flower — 

Not in the blazing heat and power 

Of solar fire — but in the glow 

That scarce is felt, so soft its flow. 

Like gossamers in summer days 

That fill the air with silver rays, 

Our joys with bright and tinted sheen 

In thousand minute threads are seen, 

If to the light we turn our gaze ; 

But if to clouds we look alone 

On them no silver threads are shown, 

Because the sombre shadows fall, 

And in their night envelop all ! 

These silken threads so thin and bright, 

The woof and warp of life's delight, 

As golden threads* in cunning loom 

Throw out the flower in bud and bloom, 

If we but weave them true and well, 

The story of our joys will tell 

In pictured scenes that ever last — 

Bright visions of a fading past — 

So clear that e*en the shadow's fall 

Of sorrow, that must darken all 
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The future light, can never throw 
Its curtain o'er the picture's glow ; 
But like the bright mosaic, made . 
Of colors that can' never fade, 
The hues that have this tint divine 
The longer worn the brighter shine. 

III. 

EUina ! Such thy life, I ween. 
That gazing on each pictured scene 
Those silver threads have traced so fair 
Few are the shadows darkling there. 
Thine eyes now fill no more with tears ; 
Thy heart throbs not with -doubting fears, 
While he bends- o'er thee with a love 
Thy heart were false to further prove. 
But weave the warp ere shadows come 
To dim the glow of thy heart's home, 
Where- on the memory-pictured wall 
This hangs the brightest scene of all 1 
Weave warp and woof! there may be now 
A shadow passing o'er its glow, 
With deepening darkness Soon to fall, 
And shroud the future with a night 
That shows beyond no dawn of light. 
The hour is sweet to thee in this 
The first wild thrill of new found bliss. 
Which came when hope desponding rose 
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T6 leave thee in thy night of woes ; 

And well mayst thou in fondness cling 

To pleasures of so light a wing, 

'And gather flowers while yet they shed 

Their charms o'er paths thy young feet tread, 

For, ere the morning's light may come. 

Some hand may rudely crush their bloom. 

IV. 

The father's blessing and farewell 
Scarce on the silent night wind fell, 
Ere, down the pathway gently led, 
Ellina with her lover sped ; 
For well he knew 'twere madness here 
With friends so few and foes so near 
To tempt a fortune yet whose smile. 
Which to betray might still beguile, 
And lead him with her promise fair 
While lurked the foe in waiting ther^ 
He knew the valor of his band, 
Each dauntless heart and willing hand ; 
The measure of , their skill and steel — 
Once felt, again none wished to feel — 
He knew, for he had seen both tried : 
And they with equal trust and pride 
In danger's hour on him relied ; 
And, though scarce fifty souls, their zeal 
Was equal match for twice their force, 
In open field, of southern horse. 
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In ambuscade or sudden fray 
A weaker force were good as they, 
And valor will not always save, 
When fortune fights against the brave. 

V. 

Now on they hasten through these bowers 

All wet with dew and sweet with flowers. 

Not stopping here to pluck the spray 

Where hung the branches o*er their way, 

Which at another hour had taught 

New mysteries in love's lesson sought, 

Though just as sweet, and now as fair 

As any bud that opened there 

In those bright days, when every bloom 

They seized to ravish of perfume. 

In vain its arms the woodbine twines 

Around her slender form ; the vines 

Of jessamine and climbing rose 

In vain her onward way oppose, 

And flowers that from their humble beds 

Unheeded lift their blushing heads, 

And breathe from hearts of perfume, prayer 

In incense on the whispering air — 

Sweet arts which will so oft beguile — 

All fail to win a thought or smile. 

As on she trips with fluttering breast 

By hope and fear in turn oppressed, ' 
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Too happy in the thought that now 
The hour has come to crown her brow 
With wreaths of brighter flowers than these, 
At love's blest shrine in bridal peace : 
Yet fearing lest some hidden woe 
^ This blissful hope may overthrow, 
And leave but darkness where this gleam 
Shall fade like a delusive dream. 
In grief or fear, the fairest scene 
Is as a desert where the green 
But mocks the vision, and the eye 
Passes the whole unnoticed by. 
Although, an hour before, the sight 
Dwelt on it with a rapt delight. 

VI. 

' The hours that on love's wings have fled 
For eve the midnight bring instead. 
And with it from the east a gleam 
Shows the pale moon's first silver beam, 
Which, struggling through the murky air, 
Leaves but a misty radiance there, 
Through which is seen in dusky line 
The little grove of sheltering pine. 
Where wait the steeds that soon shall bear, 
With willing feet, this happy pair 
Where love and peace may find at last 
A Lethe for the bitter past 
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Beyond this g^ove across the plain 
In waiting there his men remain, 
Watchful and silent through these hours. 
Overcoming sleep's most subtle powers. 
For them the time flies not so fleet 
Which brings no lover's dreams to cheat, 
But ganger on his pinions weighs 
To clog each hour their chief delays. 
The hours alike from sun to sun 
Around the painted dial run ; 
Yet seen by joy's ecstatic eye 
Into the circling years they fly, 
While measured by our cares and tears 

Each bears the weary weight of years 1 

• 

VII. 

The light grows stronger as they near 
The dusky pines, while full and clear 
Through rifted clouds the waning moon 
Shoots forth her rays, and none too soon- 
As her shorn beams to sight reveal 
What else the shadows might conceal, 
While yet within the friendly shade 
Their halting footsteps are delayed. 
What thing is that which from the sight 
Passes a shadow of the night. 
Like spirit fleeting from the view 
Ere eye can fix or foot pursue, 
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But leaving in its passage still . 
The impress of a form of ill ? 
And not a step with muffled sound 
Breaks the deep hush of night around. 
But noiseless as when shadows pass 
Of forms reflected in a glass, 
And lost to sight as quick and strange, 
As when they pass the vision's range 
So flits this shape \ nor leaves it there 
A trace on either earth or air. 
Was it a scout sent out this way 
To learn the cause of their delay ? 
If so why then this swift retreat 
At the first sound of coming feet ? 
But then, perhaps, awakened fear 
Of love, at thought of danger near 
To her, overwrought, may evil see 
In nodding bough and swaying tree ; 
Yet all is hushed, nor leaf nor blade 
Trembles or moves along the shade : 
His steed alone with forward ears 
Shows that a well-known step he hears. 
And made impatient by the sound. 
He lightly paws the mossy ground. 

VIII. 

Thus thought Legrande, but did not speak : 
His eye alone, and paling cheek. 
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His sudden, halt within the shade 
The sense of danger first betrayed, 
And woke Ellina from her trance, 
Of love's o*ersweet remembrance, 
To fix on him her troubled glance. 
She would have questioned, but his hand 
Seals her white lips with soft command. 
With anxious look, yet half afraid 
Her glances steal from shade to shade. 
Still dreading lest in truth appear 
The objects of her search and fear. 
At last her glances follow where 
The shadows kiss the moonlight, there, 
Thinking, perchance — but why that start 
And sudden pressure of the heart 
With clutching hand while slowly lifts 
The other ? — Pointing through the rifts, 
Her trembling finger shows where gleams 
The steel beneath the crescent beams. 
And dark forms that in shadow lie 
Between them and where tethered stand 
Their steeds that wait so near at hand : 
While glancing back, the eager eye 
Across the path where they have come, 
A seeming portion of the gloom 
Or shapes engendered of the air. 
Discerns still other foemen there. 
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H 
IX. 

The time was short, indeed, while they 
Were passing down the flowery way, 
And shorter still it seemed before 
They saw all hope of flight was o'er. 
Retreat is hopeless, fight scarce less : 
His single arm might win success 
To free him firom their toils ; but life 
Were better lost in hopeless strife 
To save her, than preserved to know 
She lived the victim of a foe 
Beyond the reach of love to save 
From life more fearful than the grave. 
There is one hope beside, for near 
His trusty band, and they may hear 
His echoing bugle's wild alarms 
Should he but sound the call to arms : 
And with the thought one wild, shrill note 
To echo wakes the woods remote. 
And on his ear, a distant call. 
The answering notes like echoes fall ; 
But ere he can the call repeat 
The horn lies broken at his feet, 
Struck from his hand by flashing blade 
Which seemed to leap from out the shade. 
So sudden, swift, and aimed so well 
The fatal blow that on it fell. 



44 ELLINA. 

A dozen blades are at his breast ; 
EUina from his side is pressed 
And in the shadowy darkness gone, 
Leaves him a prisoner there, alone. 

Roused by the sight and by her cries 

From the dull stupor of surprise, 

Legrande with sabre circling wide 

Dashes their threatening blades aside 

And through their ranks, that part like reeds, 

In mad pursuit he swiftly speeds ; 

Her frightened cries still leading on, 

He follows where the foe has gone 

And smites him even as he flies, 

While from his grasp Ellina springs 

Like bird released on joyous wings, 

Save that in Herbert's willing arm 

She seeks a shield from every harm. 

Stunned, prostrate, bleeding, but not slain. 

Though blind and senseless from the pain, 

A moment on the earth he lies 

Without the Vill or power to rise j 

'Tis but a moment \ for the swoon 

In heated conflict passes soon. 

And wounds that crush in cooler hour, 

In the fierce onset lose their power. 

He springs from earth, but from his hand 

The blow that felled has dashed his brand, 
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And thus disarmed the lack of steel 
Cools the hot current of his zeal, 
Whilst othiers pressing in the chase 
In the hot strife usurp his place. 

XI. 

That bugle-blast so shrill and clear 

Smites with alarm the waiting ear, 

As through the night the sounds that fly. 

Faint on the hills, in valleys die ; 

But ere the last pulsating sound 

Is hushed by silence closing round, 

The answering bugle clear and high 

Awakes anew the wild alarms 

As shrilly sounds the call to arms. 

At the first notes that sharply ring, 

The troopers from their couches spring — 

Their couches of the green-sward made, 

Their canopy the dark pine's shade, — 

Where, watching long, they had at last 

Their weary forms a moment cast j 

With line still formed to wait command, 

With rein still grasped in ready hand. 

Equipped each held his trusty steed. 

In waiting till the hour of need. 

So well they know that bugle strain 

They do not wait the call again, 

Or sharp commands, which, quick and clear. 

Startle afresh the drowsy ear ; 
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The fox alone as they pass by 

Startles the midnight with his cry 

So sharp and shrill it pains the ear 

And chills the blood of those- who hear; 

Save this no other sound is heard 

Of moving thing or uttered word ; 

The rabbits from their midnight play 

Have to their burrows stolen away, 

Or hide in the shadows dim and gray, 

While in the very death of sleep 

There breathes a warning strange and deep. 

XIV. 

The ride is short : the grove in view 

They reach and have passed midway through 

Ere aught, except a boding harm 

Startles them with a new alarm ; 

Then comes a cry so shrill and clear 

It thrills with pain the hearts that hear . 

With its wild agony of fear ; 

A hopeless wail that chills and starts 

With a quick bound the boldest hearts, 

And ere the first loud echoes tell 

What soon a hundred tongues shall swell, 

Another sound, a ringing peal 

Proclaims that desperate hands now deal 

In work of death, for rattling run 

The volleys by this shot begun. 
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Instinctive at the sound, each rein 

With firmer hand is grasped again, 

The carbine raised, while sharp and quick . 

Is heard the trigger's warning click 

As with a sudden change of pace 

Each steed is halted in his place. 

'Twas instant, but the abrupt sound 

All others at the moment drowned, 

Else they had heard the same sharp ring 

Around them quickly echoing. 

Too near, and clear, and loud in tone 

To be an echo of their own. 

Then comes a ringing, sharp command ; 

The grove is lit on every hand. 

An instant through the haze of night 

With a wild flash of sulphury light, 

As through their ranks with hissing breath 

Whistle the winged shots of death, 

A^ with a yell — for such the cheer — 

A cry that chills all hearts with fear — 

At once in front and flank and rear. 

The rebels charge, and with such force 

It seems that nought can stay their course. 

XV. 

A moment in confusion thrown 
For fight they seem at first undone, 
4 



50 ELLINA. . 

And close beset on eveiy side 
Even retreat itself denied ; 
'Tis but a moment, then rings out 
Above the din of battlerrout 
The cheer of Gorish as he cries, 
" He is not fit to live who flies ! 
Rally my braves ! nor lost nor won 
The battle which is just begun ! 
Charge the cursed rebels front and rear ! 
Charge 1 with a ringing shot and cheer 1 
Down with the gray guerrillas ! Come ! 
Out with your sabres, charge them home ! " 
Urging them more in deed than word 
On to the foe with flashing sword, 
To right and left he sweeps them back 
Like dogs that bay about his track. 
While all around like sheaves of grain 
Are strewn the wounded and the slain ; 
As thick and fast their shots and blows. 
Winged with destruction, smite their foes. 

XVI. 

But valor in itself is vain 
The strife unequal to maintain. 
When force overpowering surely throws ■ 
The vantage to more favored foes ; 
And though no braver heart is there 
To lead where few could hope or dare. 
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No stouter arm, no truer breast 
Than Gorish's by man possessed, 
Yet his is not the one whose power 
Can nerve them in so dark an hqur ; 
And more, this truth, though vague at first 
With all its force upon them burst ; 
Legrande, their captain, now was ta'en 
Or in that deadly conflict slain 
Which they had heard e*en as the fire 
Betrayed a deadlier foeman nigher. 
But still they fight, and thick and fast 
Fall their fierce blows, until at last 
The circling lines begin to yield, 
And for a time it seems the field 
To valor will be won ; but then, 
As ever with the hopes of men. 
Just as the hand is stretched to clasp, 
The crown is wrested from its grasp. 

XVII. 

The moments which Legrande has won 
Beheld a conflict there begun. 
Had he but freedom and his steed 
And his accustomed place to lead. 
Not long the dubious scale of fight 
Would hang suspended in the night ; 
For valor, fired by such a prize 
Now left to win or sacrifice, 
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Would triumph over arms as strong 
Whose blades were wielded in the wrong. 
While yet there lived within a hope ; 
And who is there in darkest hour 
Feels not some throbbings of its power, 
Some rays that through the darkness grope, 
To show unscathed still blooms the flower 
Not yet beyond the farthest stretch 
Within our utmost power to reach ? 
If he can still their blades withstand 
He yet may join his faithful band ! 
Ah I how that thought his bosom fires ; 
His arm with threefold strength inspires, 
As once again his trenchant blade 
Dealing out wounds around is laid. 
Ellina, helpless from alarm, 
Hq bears upon one sturdy arm, 
Which, unrelaxed, unconscious pressed 
Her light form closely to his breast, 
And what had else a burden grown 
Seems thus to give new strength alone, 
And nerves the other still to wield 
His sword upon the desperate field. 

XVIII, 

These are that bold guerrilla band, 
Led by McCreigh of Cumberland ; 
Who, smarting from his recent wound. 
Urges the unequal strife around. 
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While yet his men in eager fray, 

Against his passage bar the way 

To where Legrande, undaunted still. 

Their numbers matches with his skill. 

Not long can he such strife maintain ; 

His blows fall thick but fall in vain ; 

For it is not for mortal hand 

Alone their numbers to withstand. 

Urged by their chief his eager foes 

In lessening circle swiftly close ; 

Again Ellina in the fray 

From his strong arm is snatched away ; 

And hers the cry — aroused to life — 

That wild prelude before the strife, 

Which pierced the night so hushed and still 

With the first warning note of ill, 

Sharp followed by the ringing peal 

Of whistling shots exchanged for steel ; 

While be who seized Ellina, slain 

Lies gasping there in mortal pain ; 

And she, her white robe marred with stains 

From the spent current of his veins, 

As still and lifeless by him lies 

With bloodless lips and sightless eyes. 

As if the swift and cruel lead 

Had on its twofold mission sped. 

And wreaking vengeance on the foe 

Had wrought a darker deed of woe. 
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To Herbert such the sight, appears ; 
And in the transport .of his fears 
All else forgetting, at her side 
He kneels to staunch the purple tide. 
Then, as to him all hope seems o'er. 
He folds her to his heart once more. • 
A cry, a muttered curse is heard, 
But nothing more of spoken word. 
As on his temple falls a blow, 
And by her side he too lies low, , 
While the same shadows close o'er him 
Which make her lovely eyes so dim, 
And towering o'er them in the shade, 
A spectre seen with gleaming blade, 
Black in his rage appears McCreigh 
Just in the very act to.slay. 

« 

XIX. 

Then came that cry so wild and clear ; 
The crash of arms, the charging cheer, . 
That told of wilder conflict near. 
As in the dark wood's gloomy shade 
Gorish had sprung the ambuscade. 
So fierce and loud the conflict rose 
Between these new and struggling foes 
That e'en McCreigh's fell hate was stayed 
While yet uplifted in his hand 
Over his head he held his> brand. 
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Slowly he lowered the blade at last 
Till in the earth the point was pressed, 
While leaning on its hilt his ear 
Marked the fierce conflict raging near : 
And those who watched him in the shade 
Saw how the smile of triumph played 
When first he noted by the sound 
How his own troops were gaining ground ; 
But when their cheer grew faint, and rose 
The ringing war-cry of his foes, 
His dark cheek for a moment grew 
Livid and ghastly in its hue : 
Then from his eye a sudden fire 
Blazed with a baleful gleam of ire^ 
And with a husky voice he cried, 
" See that this renegade is tied ! 
Look to this maid ! — Nay 1 bring their steeds ; 
A different way they'll serve their needs — 
When mounted, hard by yonder wall 
Conduct them : there await my call. 
If we should fail or I should fall. 
Then treat the lady well, for you 
Know well what is to honor due ; 
But see to it, I charge, that he 
Shall suffer as they deal with me. 
Here, Harden ! all except this guard — 
And even they are illy spared — 
Mount swift and follow where I lead, 
For of our help our friends have need : 



i( 
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Those devils yet will win the day ! 

To horse I my braves, and for the fray I " 



XX. 

Just as his ranks swept backward, broke 

E'en as a tough overburdened oak 

Bent by the gathering weight of snow, 

And fled before the pressing foe, 

Then rang like bugle clear and high 

The partisan's wild battle-cry ; 

Rally, my braves ! what means this flight ? 

Back to your ranks ! close up the fight I 

Rally and charge ! behind you lie 

Your homes, before you victory 1 " 

And dashing on the charge he leads ; 

Beneath his sword the foremost bleeds ; 

While Gorish, striving to withstand 

This new attack upon his band, 

With fiery zeal seeks to engage 

McCreigh, and stay the battle's rage : 

But fortune or a fate malign 

Defeats him in his bold design, 

For crowding as a herd at bay 

His followers block his further way. 

Still with his voice he fires their zeal 

And adds new temper to their steel. 

While backward pressed their thin ranks close 

Before their still advancing foes. 
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There is one voice, but one, can wake 
A courage that defeat may check, 
One mind alone there is that still 
Can wield their blades by ruling will ; 
Legrande with sword in hand might save 
A victory yet to hearts so brave, 
But pinioned is that hand whose power 
Might rescue e'en at this late hour ; 
Unconscious of all passing strife 
He slowly struggles back to life, 
A captive guarded with the one 
He yet in love may look upon, 
But helpless as her own his arm 
To succor her or shield from harm. 

XXI. 

All hope is lost ! nought but retreat 
Is left to follow their defeat, 
And even this in doubt remains 
If Harden's band their rearward gains. 
For which he strives to close once more 
The line he held so late before. 
But yielded that his men might hold 
His front against that onset bold : 

This Gorish sees, and quick as thought 

The fearful peril in it fraught, 
And all impatient to command 
The bugle snatched from tardy hand 
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He winds/ and with a blast so shrill 
An instant e'en the strife grows still ; 

Uncertain of the movement sought 
"^ The scouts an instant stay their fire 
As if the import to inquire ; 
But those who are of Gori^^s band 
The fatal signal understand, 
As their .flushed cheeks reveal, although 
Till now ne'er heard iniace of foe ; 
And wheeling with unwilling, feet 
Begin their desperate retreat^ . :. ■\ 
As, closing swiftly, front and rear 
The minions of McCreigh appear. 
Exultant in the hope to gain 
In captives all that are not slain. 
In this, at least, their arms must fail ; 
Against despair nought can prevail ; 
And through their ranks the charging force 
Holds like the wind its headlong course. 
And like the wild tornado's blast -. 
That levels all where it has passed. 
They leave along dieir trampled :path 
Of dead a thick and ghastly swath ; 

While mingling with the gray is found 

The blue that strew the grove, around ; 
Their flight cut* short by steel or lead. 
In peace with foes they make their bed 

And sleep on death's last camping ground. 
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XXII. 

Pursuit is vain if time were given; 

Though from the field the foe is driven ; ♦ 

Their captain bounds their bravest slain, 

Yet the short hours that still remain 

Have work that mast be done, ere day 

Shall tinge the sombre clouds with gray. 

McCreigh had hoped to conquer all ; 
But fearing longer to delay 

Reluctant sounds the loud recall, 
The wounded gathers from the wood, 
But leaves his foemen in their blood — 
For some their ghastly wounds survive — 
To feed the vultures while they live. 
While to the mansion of Montross 
He slowly with his force withdraws. 

xxin. 

Perhaps the morrow's light may bring 
Relief to soothe the suffering. 
E'en if these brutal hands deny 
The little they might yet supply. 
There is no sadder scene in life 
Than that which follows fast the strife ; 
And of that scene the saddest part; 
The one to touch the stoutest heart, 
The battle o'er — their comrades gone-^ 
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The only human sound a groan — 
The dying and the d^ad alone 
Companions, with no hope to cheer — 
• No friendly hand, no fond face near, 
While through the weary hours, in turn, 
The night winds chill, the hot rays bum 
Is that which shows upon the plain 
Among the dying and the slain 
The brave and strong, who in the hour 
Of fight exulted in their power, 
As they await the stealthy tread 
Of Him who walks among the dead. 
And gives the silent countersign 
As they their watch on post resign. 

XXIV. 

Before the mansion, on the lawn 
His hostile band McCreigh has drawn, 
And each has to his saddle tied 
Some spoil its ample store supplied. 
The moonlight with its silver sheen 
Falls softly o'er the tragic scene, 
But yet with rays that paling throw 
A shadow with their brighter flow. 
Revealing all so faintly fair. 
Though seen, yet scarcely noted there. 
There in a hush, not deep nor still, 
Which with the scene accords but ill, 
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So close it follows on the track 

Of boisterous mirth and lawless sack^ 

Yet in these breasts the native good 

Their rougher nature has subdued ; * 

Ellina's sweet, sad face has stilled 

The tumult which the night-air filled, 

While all with earnest gaze await 

And watch the now impending fate 

Which soon, and swift, and sure shall fall 

In ruin o'er the Montross Hall, 

So beautiful amid its bowers! 

A dream seen in these dreamy hours. 

It stands in airy mazes cast 

A vision far too sweet to last ! 

XXV. 

Behold ! a flash of bursting fire 
Startles the eyes which thus admire I 
A spark — a flame — a billowy sea ! 
As breezes rise and freshen free. 
Around in ecstasy of glee 
The tongues of flame shoot high and wide 
And wreathe the hall on every side, 
While in the red light's ghastly glare 
Grotesque appear the faces there, 
And all are stained with marks of strife. 
And some with purple spots of life. 
While on one cheek alone appears 
The stainless trace of flowing tears ; 
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That cheek Ellina's, sad and pale, 

So changed since eve ! when love's fond tale 

Brightened the glowing face that shone 

As if 'twere made for smiles alone. 

A summer sky obscured by cloud ; 

An autumn moon in misty shroud ; 

A rose in bloom bowed in the rain, 

With drops that press it to the plain ; 

All that is sad, and sweet, and fair. 

Image her save in her despair 1 

The sky will clear before the sun ; 

The moon beyond the dark clouds run ; 

The rose when touched by zephyr's wing 

The heavy drops aside will fling, 

But where the hand that can restore 

The hours that all her pleasures bore ? 

XXVI. 

Hard by, yet from her grouped apart, 

With sullen look and chafing heart, 

A half a score of prisoners stand. 

The foremost of that daring band 

Who follow yet their chief, Legrande, 

For in their midst he too appears 

With one whose hair is white with years — 

That face now lifted to the light 

Is one familiar to the sight ! 

Montross ? 'tis he ! who felt but late 



THE CAPTURE. 63 

The presage of his coming fate 
So soon to follow on his fear ! 
For, ere he saw the danger near 
Escape was hopeless, and he found 
Himself a prisoner, though unbound, 
With all who might assist, if free, 
As helpless in his halls as he. 

XXVII. 

Not long they watch the flames arise 
In lurid glare against the skies. 
For in the east the dapple dawn 
Proclaims the night will soon be gone : 
So mounting all, the band divides ; 
For each a different course now rides j 
And bringing forth the captives, they 
Must part to go a different way. 
The prisoners with their chief, perforce, 
Each bound securely to his horse 
Surrounded by their guards ride forth, 
Their pathway turning from the north, 
And leading where the prison waits 
With frowning walls and hungry gates ; 
But to the eastward leads McCreigh 
Toward where the morning gleams in gray 
And following him with eager stride 
Along the way his troopers ride ; 
While in their train, beside the chief, 
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Her head bowed low in bitter grief, 
EUina journeys with her sire, 
Still lighted by the glowing fire 
AVhose hungry fiames devour with greed 
That lovely home on which they feed. 

XXVIII. 

The sudden parting of the band 
Which tore Ellina from Legrande, 
Although they knew or soon or late 
Such was the certain course of fate, 
Gave them no time to find a way 
That might avail a future day, 
Had not her sorrow and dismay 
Distracted thought, and left her will 
O'erclouded by this present ill. 
Scarce was there time for the farewell 
Which from her lips in whispers fell ; 
No clasping hand, no wild embrace. 
No long, last look that stamps the face 
Of one beloved on memory then 
In image ne'er to fade again ; 
But snatched apart beside the home 
Where brightest joy and deepest gloom 
Their hearts had felt, while in the light 
Its flaming roof threw o'er the night. 
They turned away from each and all 
With sorrow's slow descending pall 
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Enshrouding them : the way before 
In darkest night still clouded o'er, 
With not a farther hope to cheer 
The future through a track so drear ! 
How sad the hour which thus destroys 
At parting all the meeting's joys ! 

XXIX. 

Upon the topmost height the band 
Have halted at their chiefs command, 
And with a firm and eager hand 
Ellina draws her loosened rein, 
And turns her lingering gaze again. 
To where, with dull and lurid glow. 
Her home in dying flames burns low, 
To take a last farewell, perchance, 
Of all still worth remembrance. 
Pale, calm, and fixed her face appears \ 
With nothing but the trace of tears 
To tell if sickness or if woe 
Had blanched the red rose white as snow. 
Her eager eye with steady care 
Watches awhile the ruin's glare. 
Tracing the garden and the bowers. 
Mute witnesses of happy hours ; 
Tracing the walks where snowy white 
The smooth shells gleam within the light ; 
Then wandering, slowly from this scene 

5 
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So sad from joys that once have been, 
Out o'er the way her lover rode, 
Sweeping the hills that stretch abroad, 
She sees him on a distant height 
His form relieved against the night, 
Just as her form has caught his sight 1 
For see ! the breeze that fans her brow 
Flutters aloft his signal now : 
It is her scarf which, in the fray 
To rescue her, he snatched away. 
The same that she had worn that day ; 
A silken gauze, a lady's toy 1 
The breath that lifts it might destroy. 
But dear, to him because the last 
Fond relic of the lost ; and when 
To life he had revived again 
Still in his hand he clutched it fast, 
And now, a sad memento, flies 
A last adieu with this dear prize 1 
*Tis but an instant on the air 
This silken token flutters there. 
Then fades the vision through her tears 
And in the darkness disappears. 

Such was his last farewell, but still 
Her feet would linger on the hill 
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While backward o'er the gloomy plains 

Her eyes in eager search she strains ; 

Gazing beyond the burning pile, 

The groves and bowers that round it smile ; 

Gazing beyond the hills, if sight 

Reaches in thought beyond the light, 

Into the darkness o'er the way 

Where Herbert rides with his guards of gray : 

Then with a sigh so full of tears 

It seems a sob to listening ears. 

Her hand with firm but gentle strain 

Tightens anew the guiding rein \ 

And onward she rides like one who seems 

Riding at night while yet he dreams. 

Life is nothing, and nought around ; 

Heedless she rides of sight and sound ; 

Laughter and jeers but pass her by 

All unheard as her father's sigh. 

Sorrow and joy to her now bear 

Faces alike in her despair* 

Such is the triumph of sin and shame 

Over a virtuous heart and name ; 

Such is the wine the evil press 

Into the cup of gross excess ; 

Such is the draught they drink who drain 

Life from the heart's rich, golden vein. 

Purer than gold when fires refine ; 

Richer than pearjs dissolved in wine. 

Pearls without price cast before swine ! 
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XXXI. 



The shadows fly before the dawn ; 

The visitants of night are gone ; 

The morning's beams now plainly show 

Around where yet the embers glow, 

The ruin which the night has wrought. 

Of all so fair there lingers not 

One scene, one bower, one cherished spot 

Which ruthless hand or flame has spared, 

For all have in the ruin shared ; 

Crushed, crisped; trod down, and burned by flame, 

O'er all the blackness is the same ! 

A paradise at evening blooms 

The same ere mom a waste becomes 

Where silence broods in sadness o'er 

As beauty that returns no more ; 

Its ashes, as the hopes of those 

Who on the joys of earth repose, 

A desert, with no flower to shed, 

A fragrance where all else lies dead. 



I 



III. 

THE PRISON. 
I. 

The mists of morning cold and gray 

Along the sluggish river lay, 

And where the shores were low and dank 

They hid in clouds the oozy bank ; 

But lifting with the breeze, at last, 

The heavy vapors upward passed, 

To meet the clouds that settled down 

In deeper gloom o'er field and town ; 

Thus seen by morn's dim rays, to view 

Old Richmond's spires seem bursting through 

The rifts of gray in walls of brown. 

Grim, spectral, they seemed, and strange, 

And changing grew more weird with change, 

Till morning's fuller beams again 

Quickened the busy haunts of men. 

The waking city's sluggish tide 

Along the streets begins to glide ; 

Yet through the mists like ghostly shapes, 

At every turn each form escapes 

To reappear, a flitting sprite 

Again to vanish in the night. 
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Which sits beneath the clouds, in scorn 
Of daylight and advancing roorq. 
The darker gloom so hushed and lone 
A shadow to the shades has flown : 
Each moment more distinct and clear. 
Amid the gray the walls appear 
Above the streets, where gathering fast 
The busy crowds are met at last. 
And rumbling wheel and iron shoe 
The day's confusion start anew. 
While all the sounds of coming strife 
Awake and murmur into life. 
And e'en those sentinels, whose feet 
Alone had echoed on the street. 
As through the night's unwearied guard 
They kept thetir ceaseless watch and ward. 
Lost in the throng, no longer pain 
The sight with signs of martial reign. 
The mist which hung, o'er all, a shroud, 
Has met and mingled with the cloud, 
A threatening mass now charged to pour 
Its humid showers to earth once more. 
Touched by the breath ^olus blows 
The gentle flood now downward flows 
In misty drops with scarce a sound 
Upon the dull and oozy ground. 
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II. 

Thus broke the morn the dark clouds through 

And Richmond slowly rose to view, 

Amid the gloom that hung a pall 

Around the Southern Capital : 

The veil of nature gently drawn 

To hide it from the blush of dawn, 

While weeping clouds in copious shower 

With moaning winds made sad the hour, 

Like spirit voices wailing o*er 

The lost that will return no more 1 

Thus broke the mom when first Legrande, 

One of a proud, defiant band, 

Passed from the car where they had been 

Kenneled like dogs instead of men. 

Through dreary streets where yet no stain 

Was left to tell of war's dark reign. 

And still the pageant and the show 

Hid the grim monster's form below ; 

Passed by the door where eager eyes 

Looked on the forms such hearts despise. 

While ribald jest and cruel jeer 

With harsh sound grated on the ear ; 

Passed by the proud and stately home 

Where yet the flowers of beauty bloom 

Untouched by blight, sweet, fresh, and fair ; 

In fortune blest, in being rare. 
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But who, alas ! shall see a fall 

When war's dread scourge shall sweep o'er all, 

And leave for homes and busy marts 

But blackened walls and broken hearts ; 

Passed by the stately piles where trade 

Its daily home for commerce made, 

Not dreaming of the hour the brand 

Thrown by a not unfriendly hand 

Shall leave but blackened walls to tell 

Where once they rose and how they fell ; 

Passed by all these in heedless scorn. 

Dark in their hate as was the morn. 

To where at last before them rose. 

Grim in the early day's repose, 

That frowning pile, whose hateful fame 

Linked to its peaceful owner's name 

A guilt which blackens more and more, 

As time goes by, its fair fame o'er, 

Until to him who idly heeds, 

The name shall witness for the deeds 

Which pale the cheek of him who reads. 

And as the blackened page grows dim 

At last become their synonym. 

III. 

Thus through the shadows gray and dim. 
Rose Libby Prison high and grim ; 
Before whose entrance closed and barred. 
In ceaseless vigil paced the guard ; 
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While on the left across the way 

Pemberton frowned upon the day, 

And in the distance, on the right, 

Old Castle Thunder rose to sight ; 

In structure mean, but great in fame 

For cruel acts and deeds of shame. 

With measured tread the sentries pace 

Around each dark, forbidding place ; 

Save these and swallows on the wing 

Around there is no living thing ; 

Within are faces pale and wan 

That pain the eye to look upon ; 

I see them flit like shadows by 

The grated windows closed and high. 

To where the walls a sheltering screen 

Arise a friendly shield between, 

Since those whose heedless steps incline 

To near the interdicted line. 

When passed, the warning of their fate, 

To save comes not or comes too late ! 

The key with harsh and grating jar 

Turns back the huge bolt's sluggish bar ; 

The oaken door swings wide and free, 

And shows a dark obscurity, 

Where yawns that worse than grave to those 

Upon whose forms it soon must close. 

No more to open till the bier 

Shall bear them from its chambers drear. 
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IV. 

When on his ear that harsh sound broke, 

Legrande as from a dream awoke, 

And, started as if first aware 

Of who or what he was or where ; 

The dream had been so deep and long, 

His grief so sore, his love so strong 

That for Ellina — her alone 

Was all his care and interest shown. 

And when the bars should close his power 

Would grow more hopeless every hour. 

While rusting in a prison cell, 

And she — where he might guess too well. 

Instinctive from the yawning door 

Around he cast his gaze once more 

Upon the gloomy town which lay 

Obscured in the forbidding day : 

Then to the sky where hope's bright bow 

No promise gave to man below ; 

Then to the hills where murky haze 

Hid half their beauty from his gaze. 

And through the gloom of falling spray 

Changed summer's green to autumn's gray. 

It was as dreary sight as e'er 

A brooding heart could witness there ; 

But yet to him there was new light 

In the dark morn's forbidding sights 
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For this was now the last that he, 
Or fair or foul, of earth should see ; 
The last of that sweet liberty 
Which to his heart was doubly dear 
With all its bright'ning hope to cheer. 
Because the one he loved must still, 
Helpless endure the hand of ill. 
Which, were he free, his sword would find 
A way to loose the chains that bind. 

V. 

Rude words his dreamy thoughts recall : 
He feels the captive's bitter thrall 
As ruder blows from naked blade 
Enforce the hasty order made. 
And driven like a dog before 
He enters through the prison door. 
Though stung to rage, the dastard blow 
Is borne submissive from his foe, 
Because, forsooth, his unarmed hand 
Has not the freedom to withstand 

to 

A captor who forgets so far 
The laws of honor and of war. 
But yet the heart still feels, and when 
The fettered hand is free again. 
Some generous foe at last will pay 
The insult offered on this day. 
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VI. 

With harsher sound the grating key 

Tells of a dose captivity, 

As crowding in the filthy room 

They grope like shadows in the gloom, 

Until at length the clouded sight 

Becomes accustomed to the light. 

Which through the bars and dusty panes — 

For here and there a glass remains — 

In struggling rays an entrance gains; 

Yet so obscures and darkly veils, 

That each flush cheek within it pales. 

While those that want and pain have drawn 

Appall the eyes that look upon. 

Their brows a ghostly white appear 

The mingled hues of death and fear, 

While from each eye shoots forth a flame 

That shows a spirit yet untame. 

The reeking walls begrimed and brown 

Wear in each stone a cruel frown. 

While their rough sides are penciled o'er 

With names of those they hold no more, 

Names that in many a loyal home 

Shall long be mourned in days to come. 

With grief that finds its deepest sting 

In the lost loved one's suffering. 
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VII. 



Now for the first Legrande takes heed, 
Roused by the sense of pressing need, 
And casts aside that selfish care 
Which is the semblance of despair ; 
His searching glances 3lowly scan 
Them face by face and man by man, 
To test their mettle and divine 
Each as a book read line by line 
That he may weigh and know how far 
Their aid to trust in plot or war. 

VIII. 

Within that prison's cruel walls 

Which memory to my sight recalls, 

It was no common scene that met 

His searching gaze ; nor was it yet 

One which he ever would forget, 

And having seen, the veil withdrawn, 

Would turn again to look upon. 

Strong, stalwart men, whose boast was late 

They could endure the hardest fate ; 

The gray-haired father who had left 

Fond hearts to mourn a stay bereft ; 

The youth ambitious of a fame 

To guild with light an unknown name. 

Who gave a heart and loving smiles 

A sacrifice to fortune's wiles ; 
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The boy whose mother's prayers and tears 
At parting blessed his tender years ; 
Patriots — heroes — those who stood 
First in the crimson tide of blood, 
Pent in these narrow rooms where death 
Breathed in each pestilential breath, 
In pangs of madness and despair, 
For lack of bread, lay starving there ; 
While all the land its harvests poured 
In garners rich with produce stored. 
But cruel hearts these stores denied. 
That love for every want supplied. 

IX. 

Unclad save in the vilest shreds ; 

The grimy flooj their softest beds ; 

And racked on these, the flesh and brawn 

Had left the brown skin shrunk and drawn. 

From which in wounds of livid blue 

The high, white bones came sharply through. 

And e'en the spectral forms that still, 

Through firmer nerve and stronger will, 

Withstood all this, but mocked the eye 

As in the shadows they passed by 

Like gibbering ghosts from restless tomb. 

That haunt the charners dismal gloom. 

'Twas but a glance — a glimpse alone. 

Which thus to him these scenes had shown ; 
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The vileness of the whole defies 
The power to paint or realize ; 
For nothing ever seen below 
Of human hate and human woe, 
In blackness and in depth of crime, 
Shows darker on the page of Time. 

X. 

A motley group, in fact, were these 
With nothing outward left to please. 
For what the desperate strife had left. 
Since capture they had lost by theft. 
If that mild word describes the way 
Such vandals on their victims prey. 
In all a hundred souls or more, 
And few that e'er had met before ; 
Yet all were warriors tried and true 
Who loved their flag and wore the blue ; 
Whom victory alike had cheered ; 
A mutual suffering more endeared ; 
Whatever the rank or the command 
Or fromi what army in the land. 
Yet scarce a badge remained to show 
The rank of any high or low, 
Yet here were those who from brigade 
Descending ranked in lowest grade, 
Not only stripped of power and place. 
Of hat and feather, star and lace. 
But clad in beggar's rags instead. 
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Without a murmur I will bear 

That which we all in common share, 

But not injustice tamely here 

Whilst I have tongue and you have ear 1 " 

" That Southern blood still feels the flame 
Which infamy e*en fails to tame ! 
I love to see you writhe in chains 
For this foul crime your 'scutcheon stains. 
And even had I my desire 
This is the least I would require : 
But know my orders sent are these — 
And nothing could me better please — 

* Herbert Legrande, a renegade 
Content not in his cause betrayed, 
Has turned marauder too and spy, 
Confine in chains for he must die.* 
That is my warrant : what say you ? 
Is it enough, or false, or true ? 
Beyond our lines, the story goes, 
Near to the camp of hostile foes 
Which, in disguise^ you sought to gain, 
You were surprised at night and ta'en." 
" Tis false ! " cried Herbert, " false as he 
Whose soul now black with infamy, 
To hide his cruel deeds conspires 
To gain your aid for his desires : 
I see it all ; and see how vain 
Is hope for me while clanks this chain 1 " 
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" If it will soothe your heart to know, 
Some genial souls await below, 
Whose days like yours, draw near their end. 
Some words of comfort each may lend, 
In counting hours, whose little space 
I 'count to you as days of grace. 
Guards ! to the dungeon lead away. 
There to await the hangman's day 1 " 

XII. 

Down through the damp, cold air they passed, 

Which breathed of death an icy blast 

That froze the blood through every pore, 

Until they reached the dungeon door 

Which yielded to their utmost force 

With grating sound both harsh and hoarse, 

And, as on rusting hinge swung back, 

Revealed a darkness chill and black. 

Whose poisoned vapors festered there 

In vileness on the clammy air. 

Through which the lamp that had supplied 

The little light that was their guide. 

Cast but a sickly gleam that fell 

In darkness it could not dispel, 

But struggled in the little space 

Against the gloom with feeble rays. 

Beyond this circle small and dim. 

At first the cell looked black and grim ; 
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But slowly shaping on the sight 
Like form approaching through the night, 
From out the yielding darkness grew 
Form, shape, and features into view, 
And thus resolving, there and then, 
These shadows into living men. 
But life, at first, seemed all that gave 
Denial of a charnel grave ; 
The glitter of the sunken eye 
Disproved the thin cheek's ashen dye ; 
But nothing more, save passing breath. 
Showed that they looked not yet on death ; 
Still o*er the threshold then, I ween, 
He entered with them, though unseen. 

XIII. 

Upon the damp earth's slimy mould 
Strewn o'er with straw, though vile and old, 
Four beings sat in rusty chains ; 
The thin blood coursing in their veins, 
For want of food and air, so weak 
It could no longer tinge the cheek, 
And scarce gave life enough to bear 
The weight of chains enforced to wear. 
And crouching there, it seemed at last 
For them all hope forever past. 
And they awaited death as those 
Who see in him release from woes 
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Of which the pains overdrawn, will bring 
Revulsion in their very sting ; 
For hearts, like, nerves overtaxed by steel, 
Will reach a point they cease to feel ! 

XIV. 

Are these the spirits^ now so tame, 

Who late by daring deed and name 

Blanched ruddy cheeks, when they were free, 

More white than theirs, if this might be ? 

Are these the men whose fearless deeds 

Startle the blood of him who reads, 

And youthful breasts with courage fire 

To acts as grand < — and love inspire 

In gentle hearts that honor those 

Who dare, if either friends or foes ! 

O shame ! that human hate can find 

A heart so cold, a rage so blind. 

As that which seeks by untold woes 

To crush the spirit of such foes, 

Whom, being brave themselves, would scorn 

Such act of soul so basely born ! 

Look on them there, as did Legrande, 

With hollow cheek and pinioned hand. 

And wasting forms which months of pain 

In poisoned air -*- with chafing brain. 

Rusting away as did the chain 

Which bound them ! This is valor's meed 

From hearts well worthy of the deed ! 
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Why should such ghastly pictures mar 
And grime the bloody page of war ? 

XV. 

On such as these the dim light threw 
Its feeble rays, and brought to view 
More wretchedness in this small space 
Than he had seen in all his days. 
At first in gazing on this sight — 
This living death — this hell of night — 
It seemed o'er him in that dark hour 
Pity and rage had equal power, 
And striving which should overcome. 
Between them he stood fixed and dumb. 
Not long he stood, for further on 
Than where the rays at first had gone, 
And stretched upon -the filthy floor 
With tattered rags half covered o'er. 
The light atvlast revealed a face 
Where death had left his warning trace ; 
Though fluttering on the pale lips there 
Lingered a life in faintest air, 
While yet one white hand, cold as stone 
Clutched in its grasp a naked bone I 
At sight of this to pity's side 
Tempestuous rushed the ebbing tide. 
And tears and speech o'erflowing came 
And quenched at first his anger's flame. 
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• The wasted form, the youthful look, 
Pity alone at first awoke, 
But when his nearer gaze had traced 

\ In features now by want defaced 
• The look of one, though faint and dim. 
The strongest ties made dear to him, 
He rushed with eager steps to raise 
The drooping head, that he might gaze 
Into those eyes where filmy passed 
The stony look where death is glassed. 
" Albert ! my boy," he cried, " awake ! 
Do you not hear your old friend speak ? 
Look in my face and let me see 
If you can still remember me ! 
Bring close the light — rwhy stand aloof.? 
Come near and read the hellish proof 
Of deeds the blackest fiend would scorn 
But leaves for those once human born ! 
Albert Montross, look up! here's light ! " 
Ah ! see it strikes the dimming sight 
Like rays which from the winter's sun 
Melt through the ice where first begun, 
And kindling with a conscious glow 
Again a moment bright they grow ; 
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The white lips part — in murmurs break 

The words of gladness he would speak, 

But inarticulate and low 

The voice dies out, and not a word 

In faintest whisper is there heard. 

But yet the white lips move awhile ;, 

Around them wreathes the sweetest smile— 

A heavenly brightness — then grow still, 

Then fix as with an icy chill — • 

While from the eye the transient gleam 

Dies like the day% last parting beam, 

While o'er those orbs the white lids quiver 

Then droop, and close and fix forever. 

XVII. 

Then there were tears on Herbert's cheek 
Manly and true, not soft and weak, 
As gently from his swelling breast 
He laid the still head down to rest. 
As one a sleeping child would lay 
Wearied at last with sport and play. 
Back from the brow of marble hue. 
The locks now wet with death's last dew 
With fettered hands he smoothed with care 
Those twining curls of tangled hair. 
And as anew in that white face 
A dearer image he could trace 
A faster flow from eyes still wet 
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Down his bronzed cheek its currents set, 
While from his lips in murmurs fell, 
" Albert Montross, farewell I farewell 1 
How will that white-haired sire receive 
The death which thus can friendship grieve, 
When he shall learn his prop and stay 
Has here been rudely snatched away ? 
How will EUina meet the one 
Who tells her how this deed was done ? 
That gentle heart a brother's smile 
No more shall of its care beguile, 
But at her lips the bitter cup 
Overflows while yet the draught they sup, 
To leave no further drops expressed 
From evil for a heart disttessed." 

XVIII. 

"What do ye here 1 " Dick Turner cried, 

As entered he with hasty stride ; 
" Why do ye stay ? to plot and plan 

How ye can serve this Yankee clan ? 

Away this instant, and have care 

Or ye their chains and fate shall share I " 

At his first word Legrande arose 

A dark cloud settling on his brows, 

While from his eyes, through tears, the fire 

Flashed in a flame of kindling ire. 
" Peace ! thou vile essence miscalled man ! 

And chide them not, for I can scan ; 
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And as I f6ad, tach rugged breast 

Has virtues thine has ne'er possessed ; 

For as they gazed upon that face 

Their softened looks showed pity's trace, 

And they still lingered with the light 

A moment to dispel the night, 

That I might watch in sorrow o'er 

That form which breathed — but breathes no more ! 

That is my plea for them ; for me 

When these chained hands again are free, 

I have a sword whose steel, when drawn, 

His cause shall vindicate alone. 

But if, like him, I too shall share 

The fate your cruel hands prepare, 

Thpre is a band whose oaths with mine 

In bonds each desperate heart still join ; 

And just as sure as he lies there 

Who had our love and shared our care. 

Revenge as sure and swift shall fall 

On him whose hate has planned it all — 

For well I know, and so will they. 

Upon whose head their curse to lay ; 

And from this, foulest guilt, I ween 

Thy own soft hands not wholly clean." 

XIX. 

A moment Turner silent stood ; 

The sight had chilled his own hot blood, 
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And Herbert's words and haughty air 

Checked ^ith a fear an instant there ; 

Then, as ashamed of weakness shown, 

His cruel heart changed back to stone. 
" Dog ! am I thus by you defied ? 

Seize on him, guards ! " he fiercely cried, 
'' And chain him fast to yonder wall 

Shut from the view and voice of all. 

I have no words to waste on those 

Whose treachery has made us foes \ " 
" I have no strife," Legrande replied, 
" With thee or thine while in this cell. 

I must submit, I know full well ; 

But, Turner, heed my words ; the day 

Is coming and not far away, 

When for thy crimes committed here, 

A fugitive pursued by fear 

Thou shalt seek rest and find it not. 

Far from this now accursed spot. 

Accursed and branded for all time 

As first in cruelty and crime 1 " 

XXI. 

The guards had gone ; the heavy chain 
Shot through his limbs a numbing pain, 
But yet worn out for want of rest. 
The power of sleep all sense oppressed ; 
And in the darkness shut apart 
With none to question but his heart, 
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Awhile he there forgot his woes 
In the sweet lethargy of repose. 
And hours passed by in rapid flight j 
Beyond these walls day changed to night ; 
The guard had brought their scanty fare, 
And leaving Herbert's waiting there 
Had gone j and still the fleeting hours 
In sleep enchained his o'ertaxed powers. 
How long he lay or would have lain 
Oblivious to all sense of pain 
I know not**— for he slept like stone*— - 
Had not ft hand as light as down 
Which falls to earth from thistle blown 
Pressed his, and through him sent a thrill, 
The talisman of a slumbering will, 
Which wakes the sense of love or fear 
To warn if friend or foe is near, 
And roused him but to And again 
His limbs released from bond and chain, 
While in his own a kindly eye 
Gazed with a pitying scrutiny. 

Though dimly seen the face Was one 
Which he of late had looked upon, 
In truth one of the fettered four 
Who lay beside the prison doon 
The light which o'er his features played. 
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And darkness melted into shade, 
In one long, bony hand was clasped, 
The other Herbert*s fetters grasped, 
Which, by a skill more like that art 
Whose magic melts the steel apart, 
He had unlocked, while Herbert lay 
Dreaming the weary hours away. 
The sight was strange 1 the fetters gone, 
His half clad arms seemed strong and brawn ; 
His cheek, though thin, had now a glow, 
Though blanched and sunk an hour ago. 
Betraying there the heart untame 
Well matched with iron will and frame, 
" Awake ! " he cried, " my captive friend, 
And to my words awhile attend : 
I marked you well ; your speech is high, 
But there is courage in that eye ; 
And like my own and friends, your fate 
Has passed the point of all debate. 
To leave our hope but desperate. 
Our chains, our fates, alike, are one. 
And what we do must soon be done : 
We know a way and ask your aid 
To perfect plans which have been laid : 
I will not wait here to explain. 
Since time is fleet and there your chain, 
Arise and follow ! tread with care ; 
Where danger lurks we must beware ! " 
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XXII. 

With cautious steps he went before ; 

Their feet slipped on the oozy clay 

As cautiously they felt their way 

Through shadows by the light made gray : 

Then passing through what seemed a door, 

Save that it led beneath the floor, 

They entered in another room, 

Where congregated in the gloom 

Were other kindred souls who pined 

Within those prison-walls confined. 

But these were spirits bold and free, 

Their only dread captivity ; 

And who were ready to the last 

To venture all on one bold cast 

For freedom or a chance to fall 

At least beyond a prison wall. 

And such the secret plot revealed 

They well had laid and long concealed 

Another night, perhaps, may see 

Their dearest hope reality, 

If no untoward evil cast 

Athward their way its light to blast. 

XXIII. 

Beneath the walls a narrow way 
Their eager hands had dug away 
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With painful labor night by night — 

They dared not work while there was light — 

Until beyond the outer wall, 

Where faint was heard the sentry's call, 

They slowly passed. One short night more 

They hope will see their labors o*er, 

Then with the next, and darkness, they. 

Free once again, shall hail the day. 

The watch was set against surprise 

From prowling foe and watchful eyes. 

And warn when daylight's faintest gleam 

Should tinge the east with dawning beam : 

And Herbert with an arduous zeal, 

Such as young hearts at first will feel. 

Joined in the labor, and ere morn. 

His task was done, though spent and wprn, 

Leaving above a covering light 

To hide the passage from all sight ; 

Then one by one as first they came, 

They silently returned the same. 

XXIV. 

As Herbert with Lenoir returned — 

Such was the stranger's name he learned — 

Led by a light that dimly burned, 

A light which an ingenious skill 

Prepared and kept it ready still. 

They hid with patient care all trace 

Of exit from the loathsome place. 
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Then drawing near where first he saw 
The fettered prisoners in the straw, 
Well might he start with blank surprise, 
And doubt the witness of his eyes, 
For in their fetters firm and fast 
They lay, though free a moment past 1 
Still near them on his painless bed 
In peaceful slumbers lay the dead, 
And to his couch each saddened eye 
Turned with a look of sympathy. 

Awhile Lenoir with troubled gaze 
Looked on that thin and shrunken face ; 
Then with a sigh at length he said, 
*' Yes ! free at last ! a peaceful rest 
Forever calms his troubled breast ; 
A Southern born but Northern spy. 
In chains he was condemned to die. 
Although he wore the Union Blue 
And held commission sealed and true. 
While in the ranks in open field 
Surrounded he was forced to yield ; 
But yet, forsooth, his birth-place made 
Him traitor, spy, and renegade ! 
But youth and tender care for him — 
Though strong in heart left weak in limb. 
And while in chains he scorned to pine, 
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We saw the swift and sure decline 
Which ended as. you see, before 
We could to liberty restore. 
Although we tried to cheer with hope, 
And told our plans to buoy him up ; 
Took off his chains and showed him where 
The way that led to sweeter air, 
Yet all was vain ! Delayed too long, 
The limbs had failed with heart yet strong ; 
And from all hope he turned away 
Saying for him there was no day 
Of liberty, save what would come 
In lands that lay beyond the tomb : 
All earthly things for him had passed 
Save life, and that was ebbing fast. 
* I have,* he said, ' but one regret : 
I leave fond hearts to mourn me yet. 
My father, Reginald Montross, 
Still all unconscious of his loss. 
Looks out with hope to days when he 
Shall see his fame renewed in me. 
And fair Ellina, she, whose kiss 
Last pressed a fuller cheek than this, 
Sweet sister, thy soft hand I miss ! 
So wont to soothe, my burning brow , 
Though ne'er so hot and parched as now. 
Their home is by the Holsten — mine 
Once was it too — where bower and vine . 
7 
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And flower and tree, make glad the day. 
I see it in its beauty, gay 
But fading, as if cruel blight 
Had struck and withered it by night 
If you should ever see them, pray, 
When from this dungeon you are free 
Give them this message sent by me ; 
That Albert worthy of his race, 
Met every foeman face to face, 
And by his death secures to fame 
The honor of his father's name f ' 
You know the rest ; there is no need 
To tell what every eye can read ; 
For there he lies with murder's sign 
In every worn ind wasted line. 
As plain as though the crimson dye 
Was there to start the gazing eye." 

XXVI. 

That muffled form Legrande once more 
Approached, and lowly stooping o'er 
Upon the cold and pulseless breast 
A tremblitig hand he lightly pressed, 
While in that face he fixedly gazed 
A moment el:e his eyes were raised : 
And all this time no word he said 
But slowly sunk beside the dead ; 
His thin lips, all of ashy white. 
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Alone seemed moving in the light. 
The hush was solemn as the grave : 
And o'er those hearts so strong and brave, 
It cast a dark and weird spell 
The heart may feel — words cannot tell : 
Then as one speaking from a shroud, 
These few dark words he breathed aloud, 
'' As God is Judge ! whose listening ear 
The thoughts unbreatbed from hearts can hear, 
So will I keep my vow renewed 
'Gainst those now crimson with his blood ! 
Albert Montross, thy hand is cold I 
The sword now rusts it used to hold \ 
But mine shall still refuse its sheath 
While unrevenged thy murderers breathe \ 
For now thy dark and cruel fate 
Kindles to flame my smouldering hate \ 
And when I strike, the foe shall feel 
This added weight to spur my zeal, 
And dark the hour when mercy flies, 
While vengeance claims its sacrifice 1 " 

XXVII. 

The lamp is out ! the night is done ; 

In fetters slumbered every one 

Long after the advancing day 

Had tinged the dungeon's night with gray 

So faint, the long accustomed sight 

Alone could note the change to light, 



996303A 



lOO ELL IN A. 

Which in the glory of the skies 

Made earth without a paradise, 

Of which imprisoned mortals boast 

The beauty when forever lost. 

They still slept on to dream of home, 

Of joys long past or yet to come, 

Of waiting feasts before them spread. 

Where love and cheer their blessings shed ; 

And ever as they strove to sup 

The nectar from the flowing cup, 

When to the lips the draught was placed. 

It passed between but left no taste : 

Of choicest viands rich and rare 

Spread out before them everywhere. 

As they partook, each morsel fell 

To ashes from some hidden spell. 

Thus o'er and oft do dreams repeat 

Vain fancies which allure and cheat; 

No visions are so false as those 

Which mock us and repeat our woes j 

The waking mind rejects their wiles, 

When sleep brings hope we trust its smiles ! 



* 
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IV. 

THE ESCAPE. 
I. 

The. night-wind sobs among the pines 

Through which the pale moon softly shines, 

While ever and anon she shrouds 

Her silver light in passing clouds. . 

But for the sighing of the wind, 

And whisperings strange and undefined, 

Like spirit voices wafted o'er 

The confines of that mystic shore, 

There was a hush which to the sense 

Wrought up the n6rves so strained and tense 

That aught which broke the hush, through ill. 

Were better than an hour so still. 

And hark ! there softly floats along * 

The low faint notes of plaintive song. 

So hushed, that, were it not an ear 

Awaits it, none at first could hear ; 

But rising louder with the strain 

The words came faint with the refrain. 
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II. 

Whoe'er has heard the voice of those 
Whose music rich in numbers flows, 
Though sad the theme or gay the song 
As breathes the soul the notes along, 
Waits not the unveiling of the face 
To know the hidden singer's race. 
Like those who sat by Babel's streams 
Their harps were tuned to lofty themes, 
The sorrows of the captive's breast 
In foreign lands in bonds oppressed ; 
For they forget not in those lands 
Their plains of palm and golden sands, 
Nor the sweet strains each date-tree grove 
Echoed to words of joy and love, 
Although the captive's chains may wring 
The quivering limbs of those whb sing ! 
Such is the music which now steals 
Out through the night, nor yet reveals, 
Save in the rich, soft, liquid trills 
Which all the soul entrancing thrills, 
Who is the warbler, dark or fair, 
That breathes the rapturous music there. 
It may be that the night scene spread, 
The softness of the moon o'erhead, 
The grandeur of the mountain chain, 
The distant hills and shadowy plain, 
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The whispering winds for choruses 
Which ever will the heart impress ; 
It may be these that gave such power 
And pathos to the song that hour, 
I know not ; but with little change, 
I give the song so wild and strange. 

I. 

Where are you wanderer in the night ? 

Where are you mourner gone astray ? 
Is there no lamp to give you light ? 

Is there no hand to lead the way ? 
Yes, there is light just over there 

Light from the stars that fill the skies \ 
Yes, there's an ear that hears your prayer, 

A love that looks from watchful eyes. 

2. 

Come to me, wanderer, hear Him say 1 
Come to my home, I give you rest. 

Here for the night that head can lay 
Peacefully on this sheltering breast, 

Come ! for my home is over there : 

Sweet is the rest to you I give I 

Out from the darkness of despair. 
Come, and with me forever live ! 
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Are there still lions on the road ? 

Are there still wolves that prowl in gray ? 
Then come ye weary with the load, 

And at His feet the burden lay ! 
Come through the desert wild and waste ; 

Come through the mountains steep and lone ; 
He will now lead you home to rest, 

Up through the way that He has shown. 

. III. 

Ere the last sound had died again 

Another voice had caught the strain ; 

Deep, full, and clear arose the swell 

As on the night the numbers fell. 

Responsive in the song each soul 

Through darkness toward the other stole, 

As echoes that return and bear 

The same soft notes along the air 

To him who breathes them freshly there. 

Revealed against the darker night, 

Standing upon a rocky height, 

Was seen the form and sable face 

Of that despised and servile race ; 

And his the answering notes that bore 

The burden of the song before. 

Save that the invitation there 

Here changed to hopeful words of prayer. 
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I. 

Lone in the night I wander here,* 

Give me the shelter of thy love ! 
Give, me the comfort and the cheer 

That Cometh from the Lord above ! 
Hear me in pity, hear my prayer ! 

Look on me now with pitying eyes ! 
Guide to the light just over there ; 

Lead me, for these are earthly eyes ! 

II. 

Yes, there are lions on the road ; 

Yes, there are wolves that lie in wait I 
Can I for help yet trust in God ! 

Opes He for me the golden gate ? 
Far through the desert have I come ; 

Far over mountains bleak and bare : 
Will He yet lead me safely home ? ' 

Will He receive the wanderer there ? 

IV. 

The echoes ran from peak to peak ; 
From each came back a voice more weak. 
And through the valley far away 
They softly stole through shadows gray, 
Then dying as the soft breeze died, 
Not e'en murmur back replied. 
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Ah ! at such hour the sight was grand 
Upcyi that loftly rock to stand, 
Where stood that being whose wild song 
Echoed the spirit from the tongue, 
And in the soft and dreamy light 
Gaze out upon the lovely night 
Abpve, the mountains towering high 
Leaned their hoar heads against the sky, 
Or muffled in the fleecy cloud 
Which draped the gray cliffs as a shroud, 
Were lost beyond, while far below. 
Where on the mist they hung a bow. 
The moonbeams in a silver shower, 
Full upon every rocky tower : 
While sweeping back, the lofty chain 
Seen through the mist upon the plain, 
Stretched as a barrier dark and grim 
To where the hills rose far and dim, 
And joining these, the rocky bound 
Closed the sweet vale with walls around, 
Save where the river's course was seen 
Which flowed a silver thread between. 
But at his feet, the valley wide 
Spread to his view from side to side ; 
While far and free through grove and glade 
The laughing stream unfettered strayed, 
And on its borders fresh and fair 
Were homes of men reposing there 
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Which slept embowered in groves of green 
With flowery meads thick set between, . 
Over whose hearths perhaps had passed 
The cloud of war, if not its blast, 
To leave a shadow deep and chill 
Across the darkened threshold still. 
The peace of night with mystic spell 
Upon the lovely valley fell ; 
And if it brought to hearts repose, 
And sweet forgetfulness of woes, 
The blessings of an hour so sweet 
^ Were full and rich, if not complete ; 
For not to all this night is given 
In rest a sweet foretaste of heaven I 

V. 

But soon o'er all there came a change 
Which in its suddenness was strange 
E'en where the mountain height and plain 
Extremes in nature's laws maintain. 
Swiftly the sky grew darkened o'er 
Where sailed but fleecy clouds before ; 
The winds which lay, as sleeping, hushed, 
Out from their hidden caverns rushed 
With sobbing cry, and through the vale 
Gathered their forces to a gale. 
As o'er the distant mountain spires 
Arose the clouds in peaks above, 
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Which, save the lightning's hirid fires 
That threads of light along them wove, 
Appeared a loftier height with brow 
Piercing the skies and capped with snow. 

VI. 

Yet far away, though drawing near, 

Came a low sound upon the ear, 

A strange, sad moaning twixt the wail 

And deeper thunders of the gale. 

The lightning's flame with quicker flash 

Was followed by a keener crash, 

While fitful gusts each followed fast 

As heralds of the coming blast, 

As the first heavy clouds passed o'er 

And let the moon shine forth once more. 

Her gibbous side that shadows shroud, 

Passed on beneath the inky cloud. 

And in its darker folds of night 

Hid her wan face and ve iled he light. 

But just as the last glancing beam 

Shot through the clouds a parting gleam. 

And the Jioarse wind in wailing died 

High up the distant mountain side. 

Up from the valley, nearer by, 

Stole that soft voice, a whispering sigh 

Breathing in tears, but yet so sweet 

The rocks, soft voiced, the notes repeat, 
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Atid change the welcome that was heard 
Into a hope in every word. 

VII. 

Back from the mountains to the plain 
Faint as an echo of that strain 
Came the reply, but nearer borne 
Echoed the strain in quick return. 
'Twas but a moment from the rock 
Came back the sounds in seeming mock, 
Th^n all was hushed along the steep 
, Save the low roll of thunders deep ; 
And in the night that followed soon 
The inky cloud across the moon 
Was lost all sense in ebon space, 
Of life and form, of time and place. 
Except of night and cloud, and storm 
That veiled in each a shapeless form — 
A fear that chilled the pulses warm, 
And left the heart with awe oppressed, 
And fainting in a shrinking breast. 
Across the clouds now frowning black 
Each moment blazed the lightning's track. 
As blinding fell its flood of light 
Down from the mountain's murky height ; 
And on the plain the vivid gleam 
Burned in the groves and lit the stream, 
Revealing in the transient glow 
All on the heights and plains below — 
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Revealing — were there eyes to note 
From covert near or grove remote — 
The forms of men who downward sped 
With muffled face and hasty tread, 
From the high rock where late were seen 
That shadowy form with sable mien, 
And where but in the moment past 
Of answering note was heard the last. 

VIII. 

The song is hushed in that dread hush 

Which comes before the storm's fierce rush, 

When nature breathless waits the fall 

Of flood and winds overwhelming all ; 

Yet swiftly on where leads the guide 

Along the rocks those dark forms glide 

Adown the murky mountain's side, 

Now lost in darkness so intense 

It seems like substance to the sense ; 

Now faintly seen amid the haze 

That shimmers from a distant blaze ; 

Now boldly shown in full relief 

Within the glare as bright as brief, 

Until upon the plain below 

Into a deeper night they go. 

And who is he so late abroad 

As guide through darkness leads the road ? 

And who are they who swiftly pass 

On through the gloom with eagerness, 
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Muffled in step, disguised in form 
To shun the sight and breast the storm ? 
Wait but a moment more and trace 
The answer in ummuffled face \ 
For just before, like Bethlehem's Star 
Which led the Wise Men from afar, 
Glimmers a light with shifting blaze 
As to and fro it lifts and sways. 
Leading with unheard steps along 
On to where rose once more that song ; 
But yet so low, that on the blast 
The sound in faintest murmurs past ; 
And still so near that fancy drew 
The hidden form and face to view ; 
And such as heard when in the wood 
The moaning dove with notes subdued 
Breathes her sad strains upon the ear 
From her low covert hidden near. 
So faint the fowler thus misled 
Seeks her in distant groves instead. 

IX. 

A quicker flash, a brighter flame, 
Down from the threatening zenith came, 
And by its glare to sight revealed 
Beside the way a hut concealed, 
And standing at the open door 
He who with torch had gone before, 
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While further on in squalid row 

With narrow walls and thatches low, 

The homes of those whose thankless toil 

Erniched the few who owned the soil. 

As if that bolt had rent in twain, 

The clouds poured forth their floods of rain ; 

In blinding sheets, a livid glare. 

The lightnings played in cloud and air ; 

But pressing through the blinding blast 

The swaying grove was quickly passed, 

And through the waiting door they sped, 

The storm above their only dread. 

For friends alone, they knew, would wait. 

In storm so wild and hour so late. 



But who are they ? No more disguise 
Was sought where all were friendly eyes \ 
The soldier's poncho, old and torn. 
Dropped from the head where closely worn, 
Like monkish cowl, and there revealed 
What erst the tatters scarce concealed, 
A pallid brow and wasted cheek, 
• Which told of limbs both worn and weak. 
And more, that they in prison grim, 
Had withered thus in face and limb. 
Of these, except the sable guide 
Who led, there were but three beside. 
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And in one worn and haggard face 
Were lines remembrance still could trace, 
But yet so faint, at first, the gleam 
Seemed like the memory of a dream 
We catch when rising from a sleep . 
Where dreams are lost in slumbers deep. 
The brow, the eye, the changing mien 
Recalled a face once somewhere seen, 
A friend familiar, but the waste 
Of suffering over all is traced. 
Like blots of time on canvas old. 
Which mar familiar face with mould. 
He speaks ! amid the wreck and change 
* The voice alone has not grown strange, 
Although a tremor as a sigh — 
The voice of sorrow passing by — 
Gave to hi^ speech a mournful strain, 
The echo of some inward pain. 
Herbert Legrande escaped ? 'Tis he ! 
Out from the prison safe and free ! 
But yet how fearful was the cost 
That won a life so nearly lost. 
And these with him look wan and ill 
Save the bright eye that flashes still I 
These are the hearts in dungeon late 
Who welcomed him a prison mate. 
The dark, impetuous Lenoir 
And boon companion Latimore. 
8 
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They were not men to shrink from pains, . 

To pine and waste in prison chains, 

Else these had crushed with woes untold 

A spirit born of hearts less bold. 

No ! they too oft had mocked at death, 

Had touched his hand, had felt his breath, . 

As through the battle he had rushed, 

Or stalked through dungeon dark* and hushed, 

To fear him in this new found shape 

Which followed where they would escape. 

XI. 

Thus gathered in the narrow room, 

The torch dispelling all the gloom 

And lighting up with ruddy blaze 

Each hidden recess of the place, 

It boldly brought each sable fac^ 

Out in the light where one could read ^ 

As open page, with little heed. 

The look of pity and surprise 

Depicted in their wondering eyes. . 

Not long they gazed. Remembrance brought 

On swifter wing discerning thought : . 

And one whose locks of spotless snow 

Relieved the blackness of her brow, 

WiXh step made weak by age and woe 

And dimming sight, to them drew near. 

The eye uncertain till the ear 
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Caught the first accents of that tone 
She had so long and fondly known ; 
Then with a cry of j6y that died 
In sobs, she tottered to his side. 
With quivering arms she fondly pressed 
His head upon her withered breast 
Where it in infant years had lain, 
Nor scorned the proffered rest again, 
Since once those shrunken veins supplied 
To him a child, their richest tide : 
Nor was there heart, save one alone, 
A deeper love for him had known. 
And in this hour when of his race 
He feared and shunned the fairest face, 
The lov^ she showed, the tears she shed, 
For one she long had mourned as dead. 
Stirred in his heart the depths profound, 
And dropped like balm upon the wound 
That bled within, and once again 
Lifted its crushing load of pain. 

XII. 

Her words, which first with joy were hushed, 

Like stream from bubbling fountain gushed, 

A broken flow of sobs and cries ; 

While those who watched with wondering eyes, 

Saw not his face^ and only heard. 

Dropped here and there, a broken word, 
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Until the name she uttered : then 
They hear and each repeats again — 
" Tis he ! ' tis he ! 'Tis Massa Legrande, 
Come like a ghost from Dixie's Land ! " 
And smiling faces wet with tears 
Answer how much his coming cheers. 

• XIII. 

The pressing needs are $rst supplied 
Alike to soldier and to guide : 
The homely fare in love bestowed 
Is richer than the choicest food, 
When hunger comes and want denies 
What pity from its store supplies. 
The flitch of bacon smoked and brown 
Still sputtering from the coals withdrawn, 
The cakes on boards upon the hearth 
Smoked hot along the trampled earth 
Before the fire, while loud and high 
Sung the black urn of smoking rye \ 
A frugal meal, their best at least, 
And to these famished souls a feast. 
It was a joy — 'tis always so 
To those who blessings thus bestow — 
To see those thankful hearts o'erflow 
With silent gratitude, in tears 
From eyes that had not wept for years, 
And these would scorn, if but to stir 
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Their pity for the sufferer. 

But when the gift, unstained by greed, 

The famished served by hand of need, 

A chord beyond the depths of grief 

Was touched, and tears brought sweet relief! 

• XIV. 

And all this while their eager haste 
Bolts the rude fare too fast to taste, 
Insatiate frdm the inward rage 
Of hunger they can scarce assuage, 
While near the dusky dames await 
To fill the cup or serve the plate. 
With swelling hearts they see how sore 
Has been their pain and want before, 
And press the last poor crust prepared 
Of their small store so freely shared, 
And watch them with a tearful glee, 
Such as we oft in children see, 
Who watch with an unfeigned delight 
The famished cur that comes at night. 
Its broken meal in haste devour 
Then wait, and frisk, and whine for more. 
While with each crust in tenderness. 
The hand bestows a shy caress. 
Though long, the meal is done at last. 
And as without still roared the blast 
From which the air came damp and chill, 
Around the hearth that brightened still. 
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They gathered as old friends to tell 
What had in years just past befell. 
Herbert at last has learned that worth * 
Comes not alone from race or birth, ^ 

No more than patriot blood from veins 
Of those who break oppression's chains ; 
* And that the cruel mark of caste, 
Which fixed the lines in all the past, 
Was false, but not more false than those 
Whose sons were reared their nation's foes, 
' While these they crushed with rod and chain. 
Loyal, despite of them, remain ! 

XV. 

They questioned how, through ways beset, 

He had escaped the rebels yet ; 

And how from prison safe, unseen. 

He passed the watchful guards between ? 

How captured ? Where t By whom and when ? 

And if he wished to fight again ? 

To all of which reversed in place 

He gave the history of his days 

Since from his home — which now so near 

The mom will show that spot most dear — ^ 

He went to offer sword and life, 

If need be, in the bloody strife. 

He lightly touched the night's surprise. 

Ashamed to bare to friendly eyes 



» 
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A fault an ardent heart, o'er strong, 

Confessed, when cool, was weak and wrong. 

As .lightly too the captive days 

Of*tbilsome march and long delays 

He passed before the prison's wall 

Had closed upon his days of thrall, 

Save that the only words of cheer 

Which fell in music on his ear 

Were from those hearts his kindred long 

Had crushed beneath the foot of wrong. 

E'en woman's heart in that fair land 

Was cruel as the desert sand, 

Where wells no fountain at whose brink , 

The dying hart may stoop and drink ! 

The prison and its heavy chains 

That drink the life from youthful veins, 

As vampires suck from breast of snow 

The crimson life as sure as slow, 

Too dark for even thought to reach, j 

Too terrible for human speech. 

With paling cheek and moistened eye 

He passed in bitter silence by. 

But when he came to their escape, ; 

His fancy took a brighter shape. 

And warming with a zeal and fire 

Such scenes within the heart inspire, 

He painted as with words aglow 

From colors of hope's arching bow 
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The scenes, the thoughts, the fears that rose 
While fleeing through this land of foes. 
Sonrte fragment of this tale complete ^ 
'Twere better I should here repeat. 



v^ 



XVI. 

" The night was dark when from the ground, 
Like spectres gliding without sound, 
We issued forth, though weak and wan. 
And into deeper darkness ran. 
We chose our comrades ere the flight 
And thus passed out into the night, 
And, shunning every open street 
And form that we might chance to meet. 
Out from the city every way, 
We scattered ere the dawn of day. 
My comrades here escaped, and I, 
All were in chains, condemned to die, 
Myself as renegade and spy. 
And they, because of exploits done 
Which had from generous foemen won. 
Beneath another sky and sun. 
The tribute which such valor gains, 
And not a felon's cell and chains ! 
With cautiou§ step and watchful eye 
The sentinels we flitted by, 
As shadows in the shadows lost. 
While pacing to and fro on post. 
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Then far beyond the* city's bound, 

Shunning the silent camps around, 

We passed with eager speed that owed 

Its fleetness to that stinging goad, 

A fear of chains and darker dread, 

That followed swift with noiseless tr^ad. 

Before, we saw the bills arise 

A deeper black upon the skies — 

A shading which did scarce define 

The curved and dim dividing line ; 

Their summits gained and crowned with wood 

Promised for day their solitude, 

For weary miles stretched dimly back 

Between us and that dungeon black, 

While in the east the coming day 

Had fringed the night with gold and gray. 

XVIII. 

" What boots it here to tell of flight, . 
Tfiat sought the gloom and shunned the light, 
Through circling foes whose zeal and care 
Upon our track placed watch and snare ? • 
Those haunts of men that once had cheered 
Now in our want we shunned and feared : • 
Where once for me their board was spread 
We dared not even beg for bread ; 
The faces that with joy had shone 
In smiles responsive to my own, 
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• 

The hearts that once beat warm and free 
Toward me with friendship's witchery, 
Though of our race, no further bore 
The love and smiles of days of yore, 
But changed to ruthless hate each hand 
Struck at our hearts as at our land. 
• Vet there were those — I blush in ishame 
As I their deeds of mercy name — 
Yes, there were those whose faith unmoved 
The hour of need has ofttimes proved I 
It mattered not how old or poor, 
For us they open wide the door ; 
It mattered not how late and chill, 
They gave the hearty welcome still ; 
It mattered not how great the fear 
For them and us of danger near, 
The task how hard, the way how long, 
Their willing, limbs were swift and strong, 
To lead, to shield, to save from those- 
They felt td be our common foes. 
Wherever seen this dusky race 
»We looked upon a loyal face, 
With faith in them as fixed and true 
As felt in those who wore the blue. 
They pointed out the surest way, 
And warned wherever danger lay ; 
When we would rest our weary ^feet 
They led us to a safe retreat ; 
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When by the blood-hounds close pursued — 

Trained by our race to scent their blood — 

With arts which they had seen avail 

They taught us how to break the trail. 

And these are they which from our race 

Have suffered chains, endured disgrace, 

Have seen with tears the yearning breast . • 

Robbed of the one it loved the best ; 

Have felt the lash, the biting steel, 

Have felt the hard and grinding heel 

Crush out all joy, all hope, and leave 

No light their darkness to relieve : 

And yet when we as abject came 

From ills that we have felt the same, 

That crimson page of cruel years 

They blotted out with pitying tears ; 

And in our wounds poured oil and wine 

Out of the depths of love divine, 

And led us safely on where none. 

Save with such guides, have ever gone, 

And saved us where no other power. 

Save God's, was equal to the hour. 

XVIII. 

" But when with weary feet at last 
We up those last, long ridges passed 
And, standing on yon mountain's brow 
I looked upon these plains below. 
That hope which stayed and cheered me long, 
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And in my weakness made me strong, 
With lighter wing and sweeter song, 
Rose as a bird and soared away 
To scenes that far beneath me lay : 
And I was drawn as one who dreams 
Of pleasant lands and sparkling streams, 
* To revel in the joys revealed 

Which to my heart had long been sealed. 

Forgetting in the vision shown 

That joys so bright were not^my own ; 

Although, like he on Pisgah's height, 

I stood within the golden light, 

And saw beyond me far and dim. 

As looked Old Canaan's plains to him. 

In laughing sunshine sleeping there. 

To me a land as sweet and fair — 

Ah, fairer, for no promised home 

Was it to me in days to come. 

But one where youth in beauty wove 

Its pictures through all things I love. 

Yet like that old and trembling seer, 

I felt within my heart a fear 

That I, like him, might there be stayed 

To see its brightness from me fade 

Nor leave a hope that e'er again 

My feet might tread the shining plain. 

For well I knew a treacherous foe 

Lurked in the valley far below. 
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But when to-night I heard your song ^ 

On the soft breezes float along, 

It was as angel whispers borne 

To a sad heart by sorrows torn, 

When in the pearly gates they stand ^ 

And call it to that brighter land, 

Breathing a sweetness to dispel 

The shadows that around me fell. 

Ah ! weir I knew that strain which bore 

The promise often heard before. 

Which was the signal of your race 

Among you known in darker days 

When fugitives were lurking near. 

That promised safety, friends, and cheer. 

But, tell me, is there succor nigh ! 

And can we on the tale rely, 

That Burnside with his veteran corps, 

Driving the rebel hosts before. 

Along the Holston presses fast. 

And brings a sure relief at last ! " 

XIX. 

With eager haste and varied key. 
In different parts, now fast and free. 
They all begin what they deem best 
In. interest to their waiting guest ; 
One tells of rumors of mischance 
Which late befell brave Rosecranz ; 
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Another of a rumored raid 

Which through his lines had late been made : 

How Morgan,. bent alone on spoil, 

Ohio crossed to Northern soil, 
. And then with smiting sword and flame 

Made desert all where'er he came. 

Another, how^that Lee had planned 

To cross and rescue Maryland, 

And'even then had stormed and won 

The forts that guarded Washington ; 

While Meade at Gettysburg had lost 

In wild defeat his mighty host 

Yet still another tells of wrong 

That should be breathed with faltering tongue ; 
' How all through eastern Tennessee, 

Those hearts that pant for liberty, * 

For life unto the mountains flee 

To shun those bloody beasts of prey — 

The partisans of Hugh McCreigh. 
"Stay!. Do I rightly understand? 

Is it McCreigh of Cumberland ? " 

Cried Herbert, "that guerrilla chief? 
e I wonder not to hear of grief 

Where treads his foot, or that the land 

Flows red with blood where falls his hand I 

But where is he ? For far and near 

His name is made a word of fear ; 

Though smooth his tongue and fair his face 

As any of his hated race. 



% 
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No blacker heart with hate oppressed 
Has ever throbbed in human breast." 

XX. 

The white-haired nurse, who all this while 
With swaying form and happy smile, 
Sat musing as the tales went round 
In silent mood and thought profound, 
Her gaze fixed on the dying flame 
Which through the embers went and came, 
As if within that glowing bed 
The coming fate of all she read, 
When first they spoke that hated name 
Started erect with stifled cry, 
Her finger pointing where her eye 
Saw'in the coals prefigured there 
The form of him they should beware ; 
And by his side with ashen face. 
She said, was one whose youthful days, 
Save for some sorrow, left a mien 

The sweetest she had ever seen: 

> 

As read by those who fate divine, • 
To some it was an evil sign. « 

'*See, see ! " she cried : " 'Tis he, I know. 
For I have seen and marked his brow I 
And she beside him is the one 
Whom, by his cruel arts undone. 
They say, within his guarded lines 
A captive now in sorrow pines ! " 



• 
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With eager looks and fac6s low 
That shine like jet within the glow 
Some peer with steady gaze and long 
The red and glowing coals among, 
And fancy they can in them trace 
The semblance of a form and face, 
While others see in varied guise 
Forms rise and change before their eyes ; 
But none those images can see 
With younger eyes, as plain as she. 

XXI. 

But Ha-bert, when her voice he heard, 
Was startled by the first wild word ; 
A moment by her cry dismayed 
He thought they were in fact betrayed, 
And that in living flesh and blood • 
E'en at the door the rebels stood, — 
Nor was this strange, since now the blast 
Had spent its force and onward passed, 
And hushed the wind, while clear and bright 
Shone the pale moon along the night 
• Her further speech revealed the dread 
To be of fancy's mould instead, 
^d yet this sent through him a thrill. 
The shock we feel of coming ill. 
When linking with that hated na^e 
She muttered of another's shame. 
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He did not deign in such a place 
To search for loved or hated face, 
While Phillis could the story tell, 
Of her he loved, he knew full well. 
So sure was he that in this maid 
Ellina he had found betrayed, 
He questioned not of look or name. 
Her race, or whence or when she came, 
But gasping with both rage and fear 
He almost shrieked in Phillis' ear, 
" Where is Ellina ? where McCreigh, 
Who stole her from these arms away ? 
Quick! tell, that I may go and tear 
This monster from his hidden lair, 
And save the spotless soul of her 
From such a beastly worshipper ! 
Speak ! would you mock me ? must I wait 
And leave her to this cruel fate ? 
Alone, unarmed, save in the right, 
A weapon keen for those who fight, 
I will his gathered bands defy. 
And rescue her from them, or die." 

XXII. 

Then spoke Lenoir, " To keep such vow 
'Twere madness to attempt just now, 
For by the stroke more rash than brave 
You lose all further chance to save ; 

9 
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For, be assured, once more ensnared 
Your forfeit life will not be spared : 
Be patient, then, till time and power 
Shall point a more propitious hour/' 
" Be patient 1 That is fitly said 
To those who press a downy bed, 
But to the heart where burning flame 
Thrills with its pain the writhing frame, 
An idle speech — a senseless sound, 
To chafe and not to soothe the wound ! 
Be patient ! yes, I will when life 
Goes out a forfeit in the strife ! 
Be patient! yes, when chains entwine 
In icy links these limbs o^ mine. 
When prison walls shall close on me 
Yet leave my loved Ellina free ; 
But never while she is the slave* 
And I am free to seek and save ! 
But now, with grief, I see how vain 
My vow, and more, how rashly ta'en : 
Yet show me from these mountains high. 
Where now encamped these blood^hounds lie, 
And I will come again with those 
Whom wrong has made their mortal foes, 
And like the eagle from the rock 
Or lightning's swift, unerring shock, 
Strike with so sure and sharp a brand 
That none shall there escape my hand. 
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XXIII. 

" The storm is passed, but not the night ; 
The moon still gives a waning light. 
If you would longer rest, remain ; 
The guide is true, the track is plain : 
For me, while fear lurks in my breast. 
Alone in action I find rest. 
To-night must through its gloom reveal 
The spot where they my love conceal ; 
And then with hasty feet I press 
On through the mountain wilderness. 
To meet the loyal arms, and join 
Once more that sturdy band of mine ; 
For well I know my troopers man 
The farthest outposts of the van." 

XXIV. 

" We follow I ^ cried Lenoir ; " of ease 
We have no thought in days like these, 
And with our swords at our command 
Will join the rescue you have planned ; 
And then, when we the lost restore 
Our distant force rejoin once more." 
The guide is changed : with throbbing hearts 
Each with the old in silence parts ; 
The steady pressure of the hand 
Than words they better understand ; 
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Then followed by the words that fall 
In blessings deep and full from all, 
They bid adieu! and turn again 
From the fair homes and haunts of men. 
To where the mountains o'er the plain, 
With frowning peaks rise dark and high 
Against the clear and mellow sky. 

XXV. 

When broke the morn in golden light 

Which tinged each misty mountain height. 

And set the distant range of Bays 

From height to height a kindling blaze, 

It farther showed to anxious gaze 

Of those who stood amid the glow, 

A sleeping valley far below. 

Which seemed the work of unseen hands 

That shape those bright enchanted lands. 

This was the valley where McCreigh 

Secluded from his foemen lay ; 

And here was she whom rumor gave 

That name, — 'twas neither wife nor slave, — 

The captive victim of desire ; 

Accursed where evil hearts admire. 

Upon the brow of one who gazed 

There hung a frown. His bright eye blazed 

With hate so fierce, the withering glare 

It seemed had power to blast from there I 
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" Vile beast," he cried, " you little dream 
While resting by that silvery stream 
And gloating o'er the fate of one, 
If wrong could do, you have undone, 
Whose eye has marked your haunt ; whose hand 
Above you clutches at the brand ! 
You little dream how soon a cheer 
Shall pierce your dull and listless ear 
With sound so fierce and cry so clear, 
That through your wicked heart a chill 
With palsying fear shall strike and thrill, 
When like the wind we come to claim 
Revenge, and rescue her from shame ! 
I go ! When I return again, 
Mercy for you will plead in vain. 
If your polluted touch one stain 
Has left upon that heart of snow 
To canker with the thorns of woe." 
Before the last faint echo died, 
Descending down the mountain side 
He passed beyond the dizzy height 
And soon was lost to further sight ; 
And with him guide and all are gone. 
Save the bright sunlight, that streams on I 






THE MOUNTAIN CAMP. 
I. 

nPHERE is a sweetness in the hour 
-■" When morn's soft breezes kiss the flower ; 
There is a freshness in the air 
When through the valleys green and fair 
The day first brightens in the year 
Before the leaves are tinged and sere ; 
When soft September's dews yet fall, 
Where balmy south winds blow o'er all, 
And rich and rare all fruit and bloom 
With scarce a sign of death to come ; 
While streams refreshing smoothly glide 
With life in every limpid tide, 
And all that blooms and all that lives 
With day to fresher power revives ; 
And soaring far above all cares 
E'en man the sense of rapture shares, 
And with the bird his thoughts arise 
And join its carols in the skies, 
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Borne captive as the insect gay 
Which by the breeze is snatched away, 
Lost in the sweetness, without will. 
Floats with the laden breezes still. 

II. 

The rising sun across the Bays 
Has thrown a flood of golden rays ; 
The Clinch with rugged peaks has grown 
From misty blue to golden brown, 
While in the distance, dim and high, 
A blue line on a purple sky. 
With low and corrugated band 
Is traced the range of Cumberland. 
The Valley — if the name thus given 
Befit — beneath the blue of heaven 
A gem of beauty set with green 
To smile the rugged heights between, 
Strown with the mimic grove and glade 
In mellow light and sombre shade. 
Charms with its beauty and its bowers, 
Soothes with its solitude and flowers ; 
While songs of birds from glade and tree 
Make up the morning's minstrelsy. 
The mountain stream, with crystal flow 
So clear the shells are seen below, 
Winds like a waving thread among 
These groves made vocal by sweet song ; 
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The liquid wave with life possessed 

Murmurs along in sweet unrest, 

As it to broader plains descends , 

And with the winding Holston blends. 

But further in the mountain's breast, 

Beneath the shadow of its crest, 

A narrow dell cleft in the rock 

By rushing flood or earthquake's shock. 

Lies sleeping in the morning, sweet 

In the cool freshness of retreat. 

In circling lines the rough walls sweep 

Into that flinty bosom deep, 

So true, it seems the work of man, 

Had not the Architect whose plan 

We here behold with awe and shame 

Inscribed on every stone His name I 

The same bright stream still wanders here, 

While mimic grove and glade appear 

As in the first ; but like those gems 

That cluster in rich diadems, 

The setting close in brighter rays 

The whole to gloating eye displays. 

III. 

But what is this I see, of life 
Which bears the martial marks of strife, 
To mar in quiet scenes like these 
What is most beautiful in peace ? 



J 
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Beside the banks of freshening green 
Where flows the sparkling stream between, 
With lariat free and tether strong 
A hundred good steeds feed along, 
From trapping freed, although the wear. 
In fresher marks their backs still bear. 
While farther on where spreads the grove 
With branches broad and high above, 
Yet leaving nought beneath them seen 
But trunks that grow from beds of green. 
In vistas opening to the sight 
More lovely in the morning's light, 
Is seen in all its rude display 
The Mountain Camp of Hugh McCreigh. 

IV. 

The white tents pitched beneath the trees 
Swell gently in the rising breeze. 
And like huge webs of gossamer 
Seem half suspended in the air. 
The slender cords so lightly bound 
The fluttering canvas to the ground, 
And underneath to view display 
The trappings spread in neat array. 
The blankets which had made each bed 
Are neatly folded at the head, 
And on them lie in order there 
Burnished anew and placed with care, 
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The carbine slung, the sword in sheath, 
With belt and haversack beneath^ 
While in the rear beyond the tents 
Are ranged the horse accoutrements. 
Thus pictured, there, beneath the shade 
The aisle a walk between them made/ 
Where up and down and to and fro 
The careless soldiers come and go, 
Whiling the morning hours away 
With careless joke or lighter lay. 
While some beside the fires prepare 
The morning meal from their rude fare, 
Beneath the spreading shade around 
Are others seated on the ground, 
In some low game of chance engrossed 
By which their gains are won or lost. 
With all the eager greed and care 
That millions by the wealthy are ; 
And others still, with earnest zeal 
Burnish anew the dimming steely 
Until the long keen weapon gleams 
Bright in ihe morning's glancing beams. 
Thus all, as time and chance supply 
The task or sport, the hour employ ; 
For yet of their obedient hands 
No sterner work the day demands. 
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V. 

It was not through the fear of foes 
Who might his former haunts disclose, 
But through a wish for brief repose 
Away from war's uncertain field, 
Amid this fastness here concealed, 
After that midnight's fatal fray 
To all but him, McCreigh was led 
To turn his hasty steps this way» 
And here pitch camp a time instead. 
Nor was it rest alone he sought. 
For hither was Ellina brought ; 
To win her he had set his heart. 
If need be, by the villain's art 
Which left no choice for love, but gave 
Instead, a marriage that might save 
From what, to her, had no more shame 
Save in the gilding of a name 1 
But Heaven was kind, and to prevent 
This consummation, to her sent 
A blessing in the guise of ill 
That checked a time his evil will. 
For ere the morn that opened bright 
Upon that dark and bloody night, 
O'erwrought by feeliilg's varied flow 
Which touched extremes of joy and woe, 
The fever's fire shot through each vein 
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And scorched like flame her aching brain, 
While on her cheek the deepening stain 
Rose with a bright and burning flush, 
Whence fear had blanched the healthful blush. 
Her weakened powers by conflict torn 
Perhaps had still the burden borne. 
But stricken thus, before the day 
Had passed, her failing powers gave way, 
And e'en before his camp was gained. 
To enter which all speed was strained. 

VI. 

Though loth to halt, his judgment taught 

What even pity heeded not, 

That farther effort forced, would prove 

Both fatal to his plans and love. 

He knew a spot secluded near. 

Where she could rest secure from fear ; 

A home where gentle hands would care 

For any soul that languished there. 

Nor question who nor what the fate 

That brought the suffering to their gate. 

To this he bore her, hoping rest 

And sleep would soothe the powers o'erpressed ; 

Such hope was vain ; the crushing stroke 

Not only bent the reed, but broke. 

Her illness, which at night had stayed. 

Again the morning's march delayed. 
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And growing worse ere day had passed, 
McCreigh, reluctantly, at last 
Gave Harden orders the next day 
Their equipage he should convey 
To this new camping ground, and wait 
The slow arbitrament of fate, 
While he with yet a chosen few. 
Who to his evil plans were true. 
Remained to watch and wait by her, 
A now unconscious sufferer. 

VII. 

The fires consuming in her brain 
Wasted her force in unfelt pain. 
And o'er the mind with subtle power 
Distorting threw a deep glamour. 
Her ravings, which were wild and strange. 
Changed with the fever's varied change, 
But all the while the ebb of life 
Grew fainter in the wasting strife. 
Her spirit in the darkest night 
Of reason, seemed to guide aright ; 
And when McCreigh approached her near, 
His looks convulsed her form with fear; 
But when Montross with snowy hair 
Bowed o'er his child in mute despair. 
Her trembling hand with soft caress 
Stroked from his brow each snowy tress. 
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But on these scenes I must not dwell I 

It is not meet I here should tell 

Of patient watchings, long and well, 

That through the days of sickness wore, 

And won her back when hope had fled, 

A broken flower snatched from the dead, 

When trembling on that misty shore 

She stood amid the dawning light, 

A spirit pluming for its flight, 

To cheer a heart whose only prayer 

Was selfish in its plea to spare, 

While thus the golden gates apart. 

Gave refuge to a stricken heart. 

And now the sequel of this all, 

Is all this hour I need recall. 

Yon tent which further up the glade 

Stands in the isolated shade. 

Approach, and enter in with me ; 

A face familiar you may see. 

yiii. 

Approach and enter in — but stay ! 
A guard defends the entrance way I 
No ! just beyond — the captain here 
His quarters has — that other near, 
0*er which the gaudy banner streams 
And flashes in the morning's beams. 
Why start ? Are not those faces shown 
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Familiar — one e'en fondly known ^ 

Perhaps those aged features bear 

A little deeper trace of care ; 

Perhaps that long and silver hair, 

Neglected in its wonted flow 

Has yet a purer tint of snow ; 

But in that eye, undimmed by years, 

The spirit of Montross appears. 

And she so white, his flowing hair 

With her smooth brow might well compare ; 

So weak and frail, it seemed a breath 

Was all that parted her from death ; 

So lovely in her simple grace 

Her smile outshone an angel's face ! 

She is Ellina, saved at last 

Through all the perils of the past! 

And in her soul-entrancing eyes 

The brightness caught from radiant skies, 

When in that night for her, afar 

The pearly gates had come ajar 

And let her gaze upon that throng. 

And hear their glad, triumphant song ! 

And she is saved, but saved for what ? 

We may surmise, but know it not ; 

God wills : for us there is no light 

To pierce the unknown future's night 

The glimmer of the ray that springs 

Along the present, faintly flings 
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A boreal glare upon the gloom 

Which darkly shrouds the days to come. 

IX. 

Hers was no more the beaming smile 
That in its sweetness bore a wile 
To win and hold the hearts of all 
Glad captives in its charming thrall. 
Its light had faded ; in its stead. 
Like sunshine where the flowers lie dead, 
The bleeding heart in mockery cast 
A sad reflection from the past, 
More sorrowful than tears that glide 
Along the course we seek to hide. 
These two, now seated side by side 
Had been communing on a theme, 
Until the deep and troubled stream 
It opened in their hearts, again 
Dropped from their eyes a gentle rain. 
As clouds let fall a crystal shower 
In drops that scarcely bend the flower. 
And hushed their voices to a sigh, 
As rain will still the lapwing's cry, 
So soft the fall and pure the flow 
Though drawn from festering pools below I 
** O cruel fate ! why are these tears 
So bitter while so few my years ! 
But yet they have not in their flow 
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The hopeless depth the aged know. 
But think not, father, I would chide ! 
Yet were it better had I died 
When on the verge of life I lay. 
And gazed along that golden way, 
And there beheld those happy throngs 
And heard the sound of heavenly songs, 
While I was then as pure as they 
Who sung, than live when all that cheers 
Has faded from my coming years, 
While even thou, because of me, 
Shall deeper drink of misery." 

X. 

" Nay, child, according to our faith 
It shall be done, our Master saith : 
If we but trust Him for his grace 
He will not hide his smiling face. 
In faith I poured my heart in prayer 
That He in mercy yet would spare. 
And from the waters that divide. 
Aye, from the dark and chilling tide. 
He who that widow's son of Nain 
Restored, thus gave you back again ! 
The faith which then I felt, is still 
My comfort in this hour of ill : 
The arm which forced from death his prey 

The puny hand of man can stay, 
10 
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And with no other refuge nigh 
Upon that arm I still rely." 

XI. 

**• O Faith ! how mighty to sustain 
Our fainting hearts in hours of pain ! 
How sweet the whispers of thy voice 
Which make the mourning heart rejoice 1 
When all is dark beneath the sky, 
Beyond the gaze of mortal eye 
It lifts the shadows, and the day 
Has chased the frowning clouds away." 
Thus spoke Ellina ; but the cloud 
Upon her brow too plainly showed 
Her fainting faith was still too weak 
Through all this darkness yet to break. 
Yes, father, in thy words I feel 
The strength, if not thy depth of zeal ; 
And in the hand that spared, I trace 
The power of love and work of grace ; 
But yet, in spite of this, must I 
On human succor still rely, 
For in these days, no flaming sword 
Defends the faithful of the Lord. 
But where, O ! where, shall hope arise ? 
Where shall we turn our eager eyes. 
Beneath the circling arch of heaven 
To catch one sign but darkly given ? 



4i 
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The. land is waste; its courage fails ; 
Along the dust our banner trails ; 
The promised aid from Northern arms 
No more the vaunting foe alarms. 
And Albert — once my youth's bright joy — 
The fond, the rash, but loyal boy — 
With his dear name, a golden stream 
The days come back as in a dream ! 
Where now is he whose loyal zeal 
Refused the tears of love's appeal ? 
Who, loving us with fervid power. 
Still loved his bleeding country more ! 
I fear that villain's words are truth, 
Althotigh they were a taunt, forsooth, 
And he has found a prison chain 
Than love more potent to restrain. 
Poor boy I the hand he fain would press 
Or feel its- fond and soft caress, 
Is not more free, although no chains 
Drink the warm purple from its veins 1 

XII. 

"Of Herbert's fate there is no doubt 
O'er which a hope may twine about ; 
Its certainty leaves nothing here 
Beyond the farther fate we fear 
To even darken days so drear. 
And these are all. Look where you may, 
There rises not upon to- day 
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The faintest gleam of light to part 

The shadows closing round my heart ! 

'Tis vain to strive against my fate ! 

Inexorable in his love and hate, 

McCreigh, with purpose glossed and fair, 

My name and fame his seeming care, 

Will force me soon to wed, or leave 

A darker fate for me to grieve — 

If that is darker infamy 

Enforced, which leaves its victim free I 

The last e*en I would sooner meet 

Than couch submissive at his feet, 

If it were not to save thy years 

From prison chains and darker fears. * 

The promise of thy freedom turns 

My heart to what it inly spurns : 

I cannot suffer more, while still 

I thus may save from further ill. 

And in the sacrifice e'en find 

A solace for this troubled mind." 

XIII. 

" Thy hand is heavy. Lord ! thy ways 
Are not my ways ; yet will I praise 
For what thou hast bestowed, and leave 
The future in thy hands. Receive 
My thanks, and in this hour of woe, 
According to my faith, bestow ! 
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My hands are weak but thine are strong ! 
Deh'ver from this cruel wrong 
This tender lamb, for which thy care 
Tempers, now shorn, the chilling air I 
A father to a Father pleads 
With heart which for his offspring bleeds, 
And asks through thy beloved Son! 
Lord, not my will but thine be done ! " 
That upturned face, with streaming eyes 
Seemed waiting answer from the skies ; 
The parted lips but faintly stirred 
With breathings of no uttered word, 
While from the white but wrinkled brow 
Swept back his locks of fleecy snow. 
A moment thus in silence hushed. 
His pale cheek in his ardor flushed, 
Then o*er his face, divinely sweet, 
There passed a smile not fixed nor fleet, 
As low and hushed his lips repeat 
" Thy will be done I I thank thee 1 Thine, 
I now may say, and also mine ! " 

XIV. 

Ellina on her father gazed. 

And cried, " O Lord, thy name be praised 

For faith that looks beyond all time 

And leans upon thy love sublime ! 

My sufferings I count but loss 

Which lead no nearer to the cross ; 
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But yet how faint my faith and dim 
Compared with that which lives in him. 
A little nearer stretch thine arm 
And shield thy doubting child from harm, 
And let me feel thy hand, and know 
It lifts me from the depths below ! " 

" My child, rejoice ! " her father said ; 

" The shadows from our path have fled ! 
I cannot see the hand, but hear 
The promise of deliverance near ! " 

XV. 

Ellina's cheek had caught a glow, 

A gleam of sunshine on its snow, 

The sign of hope, of promise given. 

The bow that spans the heart's dark heaven. 

Enkindled by this sun of faith 

That cast its light along her path. 

But now her father's latest word 

With sinking heart she sadly heard, 

As to her anxious ear it told 

The mind already strained and old. 

Beneath its load of grief and care 

Was sinking into darkness there ; 

And with this crushing thought, despair 

Into the shadows, darker grown. 

Led her frail steps^ now all alone ! 
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XVI. 

The day wore on ; the shadows fell 
In lengthened lines along the dell ; 
Along the western wall the shade 
Moved silently across the glade, 
Until upon the eastern side 
The golden crescent waned and died ; 
Then creeping o'er the mossy stone 
The gray line chased the golden brown, 
Until upon the topmost spires 
Glittered and burned the fading fires. 
Along the narrow entrance, strown 
With loosened rock and broken stone, 
Is heard the quick, harsh, ringing sound 
Of iron shoe on flinty ground, 
As there emerging from the way 
Came the guerrilla chief, McCreigh, 
His jaunty dress a bluish gray, 
With sash and sword and laced chapeau. 
O'er which the plumes of raven hue 
Bent with a low and nodding grace. 
Relieved a manly form and face. 
He had been absent since the morn, 
And welcome smiles greet his return ; 
Whatever he might to others seem, 
His band held him in high esteem : 
They knew his courage, held his faith. 
Would follow through the gates of death 
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If he but led, and with his steel 
Pointed the foe their blows should feel ; 
Yet by his frank and simple arts 
He won and faithful kept their hearts. 

XVII. 

Before his tent he drew the rein 

With grace — perhaps a little vain — 

Dismounting ere his groom could gain 

His stirrup, and with bit enforce 

Restraint upon his restive horse. 

With hasty steps along the sward, 

And quick salute, he passed the guard. 

But turning as he reached the door 

Unto him as he paced before, 

He said, " Call Harden ! I have need 

Of aid and counsel ; send with speed 1 " 

But Harden heard his chief's command, 

And to attend was soon at hand : 

And weighty seemed the cause, for late 

They held the time in close debate. 

And when they closed, both from the tent 

In different ways their footsteps bent. 

While Harden passed to where through night 

The tents stood ghastly in their white, 

And at each one, along the row. 

Within the opening, stooping low, 

A hasty order gave he there 
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Before the morning to prepare 
For marching — but for what or where 
He did not further deign to say, 
As well he knew they would obey. 
The silence which had settled o'er 
The camp) by this disturbed once more, 
Stole slowly back from tent to tent 
As vain debate of what was meant 
In fruitless guess died out, and sleep 
Settled o'er all more hushed and deep. 
McCreigh with eager footsteps turned 
Where yet Ellina's taper burned. 

XVIII. 

With graceful bow — for he had grace. 
Nor was he rough in form or face ; 
The mask was outward which belied 
The blackness of the heart inside — 
With graceful bow and smile he said : 
" Hither by love my steps are led ; 
This must excuse for me the hour 
In which I seek my lady's bower. 
The sun in vain shines forth for me, 
If not reflected too by thee ; 
The light falls coldly from the skies 
When veiled from me thy glorious eyes ; 
That I may ever have the sun 
With undimmed rays to look upon. 



1 
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That I may ever have the light 
Along my way shine warm and bright, 
I came to say that on the morn, 
While yet the moon of light half shorn 
Reigns queen of earth, we go to seal 
What I at least most truly feel, 
The holy bonds which bind forever 
Our hearts beyond all vain endeavor." 

XIX. 

Ellina, startled when he first 
Unbidden on her presence burst, 
From her low couch in haste arose 
Where she had sought an hour's repose ; 
And half bewildered by the light 
So dim that it obscured the sight, 
His lofty speech overwrought in word 
And image, first but vaguely heard ; 
But on its close, the truth made plain, 
Shot to her heart a sickening pain. 
" I thought," she said, " but see how weak 
The judgment of a heart so meek, 
That even I, a captive here. 
From such intrusion had no fear 
From one who claims that love is all 
That keeps me in this hateful thrall. 
At least at hours when decent care 
Would seek the lowest slave to spare ; 
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And your excuse, equally bad 
For act ill-timed, untimely made. 
But why should I in things like these 
Seek injured virtue to appease, 
Here at the hands of him who treads 
Not on our hearts alone, but heads ; 
Who, first of liberty debarred, 
Despoils of jewels it else might guard. 

XX. 

" If I must yield, I yield to fate ; 
And for your love I promise hate 
Which, darker than the shadow's pall 
Across the sun, shall on you fall. 
These eyes that are your light, shall turn 
To withering flame, to blast and bum. 
Until in torture you shall cry 
For death to shield you from my eye, 
In choice preferring in your dearth 
All* hells before this hell on earth. 
If yet you change not in your will. 
The pledge enforced I shall fulfill. 
Although the withering words shall sere 
And blast all goodness living here. 
My father, first, and last, and best. 
Claims the great offering of this breast ; 
He saved, to him, not you, shall cling 
This heart now slowly withering. 
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Where 's Albert ? Ha ! you start. Has he 
Felt the keen blade that pierces me ? 
Your work is done ! I am the last 
To fall where you had power to blast ; 
Down at your feet and in the dust 
Goes all that I could love or trust ! 
You have my answer, Go ! This night 
I claim as mine, and urge the right : 
To-morrow is with God ; in prayer 
Through my weak faith I leave it there." 
" I hear that, promise once again ! 
His will be done : enough ! Amen ! " 

XXI. 

The hollow voice and strange response 
So prophet-like and weird at once, 
More likQ a whisper in the air 
Than voice of mortal sounded there. 
McCreigh in his absorbing thought, 
The presence of Montross forgot, 
And startled bv an inward fear 
Such words at such an hour to hear, 
Glanced round to see him lying near, 
Stretched on his cot with eyelids closed, 
As if in slumber he reposed. 
Then anger's flush of deepening red 
The pallid hue of fear overspread. 
Touched by the secret fire which bums 
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The guilty soul where'er it turns. 
" Prate on, old man I " he cried. " If dreams 
Can please with their delusive gleams, 
Thou may'st be happy still ; but more 
Remains not now in human power 
To aid thee ; if thou look'st for higher. 
Thy prayer, like those to Baal for fire, 
Will not be heard ; but Hymen's ear 
At Love's sweet altar mine will hear. 
There stands a church in yonder town, 
With gilded cross and front of brown, 
Which on the Holston's stream looks down : 
To-morrow's noon will hear the bell 
Its joyful invitation swell ; 
The priest, the bridegroom^ and the bride 
Shall stand the holy shrine beside ; 
For thou, Ellina, there shalt join 
For weal or woe thy hand in mine. 
Escape is vain. I took good care 
From needless thought of flight to spare ; 
Nought, save thy sins or fancied woes 
Need npw disturb the night's repose. 
Good-night ! The dreams that cheat are thine. 
The morning adds the prize to mine ! " 

XXII. 

And he is gone ! a silence deep 
Wooes the dull eye with balmy sleep ; 



IS8 ELLTNA. 

And if the winds awake a sigh . 
As through the grove they murmur by, 
It is as faint as spirit breath 
Waking in clay from sleep of death. 
Ellina's tears are dried, for past 
The hour of hope for her at last. 
And in the blackness of the gloom 
She sees the weary days to come, 
While sleep is banished, and her brain 
Throbs with an ever-ceaseless pain. 
Montross lies there, all trace of care 
Smoothed from his face : his flowing hair 
White as his pillow, shades a brow 
Unclouded by a shadow now. 
. His trust is sure, his faith is strong ; 
His soul has caught the triumph song ; 
And leaning on a Father's might 
He looks beyond the dusky night. 
And reads the promise, and believes. 
Thus faith the proffered gift receives. 
Blest, e'en before the hour that brings 
The day of peace on golden wings. . 



VI. 

THE BRIDAL. 
I. 

T^HE cold, white mist on Callan's stream 
Was faintly tinged by morning's beam, 
While o'er the valley, thick and gray 
The fog in floating billows lay, 
The mountains darkly breaking through^ 
As midnight skies appear to view 
Through clouds of white, intensely blue. 
Along the pathway's narrow route, 
Which with the stream wound in and out, 
Beyond the shadowy belt of trees, 
Which moved no leaf and felt no breeze, 
A faint but fast increasing sound 
Of muffled feet upon the ground 
Drew nearer ; and the voice of mirth, 
The sweetest sound we hear on earth 
When chaste and pure, and harsher jar, 
The clash of rattling blades of war. 
Mingled with these, as at the last 
Adown the way the pageant passed. 
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With swinging pace along the bank^ 
First came a score by twos in rank ; 
While at their sides their weapons hung, 
The sword in sheath, the carbine slung : 
They went as quickly as they came 
And faded back in mist the same. 
Fast following on whence came the first 
Still others on the vision burst. 
With these EUina, calm and pale ; 
Her features seen through parted veil, 
With Hugh McCreigh's contrasting wide, 
Which were aglow with joy and pride, 
As he rode gayly by her side. 
Bowed down by care as by a load 
Montross behind with Harden rode. 
And following these, upon the sight. 
With trappings neat and weapons bright, 
Came through the haze full threescore men 
Down from the distant mountain glen. 

II. 

They pass — and dying on the ear 
Their distant feet I faintly hear; 
I look adown the winding way — 
The mist has dropped its curtain gray 
And hid them from my sight — but stay ! 
I see them yet ! but from yon gfove 
In circling line they seem to move ; 
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While -flitting through the shadows round 
Are some that creep alopg the ground ! 
What mean that distant shot and cheer 
That ring out on the morn so clear ? 
A hundred voices catch the cry 
And roll in echoes to the sky ; 
Then forth there leaps the lightning's flash 
Succeeded by the thunder's crash ; 
Then random shots with rattling roar 
Succeed the volleys deep, before, 
So from the clouds upon the plain 
Sound the first heavy drops of rain 
Before the flood's o'erwhelming fall ; 
Then high and clear above them all, 
Above the shrieks of rage and pain 
Rings out that trumpet voice again, 
In charging cheer above the roar 
That rolls along the rocks once more : 
" Strike home ! Ye sons of Tennessee I 
Strike for Legrande and Liberty." 
But for a moment fierce and fast 
Like rattling hail along the blast 
The conflict rages in its height ; 
Then in a scattered, running fight. 
With sharper skirmish here and there — 
The last faint effort of despair — 
Dies out in silence, save the shout 
Of those returning from the rout ; 

II 
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The cry of pain — the stifled moan — 
The hollow echo of death's groan — 
The voices first and last to greet 
'With breath as frail a fame as fleet : 
And such the flrst acclaims that cheer 
On fields like this the victor's ear. 

III. 

The day, like 'Mercy's dawning light, 

Which parts the clouds of sinful night, 

With warming rays in golden streaks 

Falls from the distant mountain peaks ; 

And with the breeze which freshening springs, 

Curls up the mist with viewless wings 

Along the ridges dark and low. 

On which it hangs like drifts of snow. 

But not like Mercy did it bring 

Its balm to soothe the suffering ; 

Although by it there was revealed 

What else the shadows had concealed ; 

For scattered thick as sheaves that mark 

The reaper's path, the dead lay stark, 

And writhing near on every side 

The wounded bathed in life's red tide. 

A few, the remnant of the foe, 

I saw so blithe an hour ago, 

Yet lived unwounded save in pride. 

But prisoners whom nor death nor flight 

Would save from capture in. the fight. 
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IV. 

But where. Ellina ? ^Vhere McCreigh ? 
And Harden first to lead the fray? 
And where is Gorish and Legrande t 
For surely this is their command \ 
And where Montross with locks of gray l 
And brave Lenoir ? for surely he 
Would love a fight so fierce and free I 
And where the patient Latimore ? 
I miss them now the fight is o'er. 
Bf ave Harden fell to rise no more I 
But not until his trusty blade 
Sad havoc with his foes had made. 
And Gorish too, so true and brave^ 
At last has found a soldier's grave, 
Struck down as the triumphant cheer 
Of victory rang upon his ear. 

V. 

While yet McCreigh with fiery zeal 
Urged on the fight with reeking steel, 
Well knowing from his sore defeat 
His only hope was in retreat, 
In quest of him whose mortal hate • 
Wrought out in wrong made desolate, 
Across their path with dripping blade 
Legrande their further progress stayed. 
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They might have dashed him from the way, 
But faced, they instant stood at bay ; 
And when McCreigh saw who defied, 
He scorned the thought to turn aside. 
If he could here their leader slay. 
Although he might not win the day, 
Revenge would be now doubly sweet 
And pluck the sting from his defeat 
He bade Ellina and her sire 
Behind them yet a pac6 retire. 
Then waved his sword and fiercely cried, 

" Die ! traitor, die ! The fate that leads, 
Directs my hand to desperate deeds. 
And in this now my darkest hour 
Surrenders thee into my power ! " 

" I yield not I Death my victor now 
If I am conquered, and not thou ! 
But neither thou nor he while still 
The vow unsped I must fulfill. 
Albert Montross — ha ! dost thou start ? 
I swore it on his pulseless heart ! 
And when he died, for what, and where 
Thou knowest — I need not here declare- 
My sword is sharpened with a curse 
Which mortal hand cannot reverse. 
Then save for prayer thy boastful breath. 
For thou art face to face with death.*' 
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VI. 

As closed his speech the fight begun : 
The charge was fierce, but five to one 
The rebel force beat back Legrande 
And the few followers in his band. 
But at the moment fortune's scales 
Were changing and McCreigh prevails. 
Came Gorish charging on his rear, 
With rattling fire and ringing cheer ; 
With him Lenoir and Latimore, 
And following after them, a score 
Of trusty blades, whose edges keen 
With magic quickness changed the scene- 
But Gorish, furthest in advance, 
Took in the scene with lightning glance, 
And forward dashed with eager hand 
To stay McCreigh's menacing brand 
Just poised to give the fatal thrust ; 
But his tried steel betrayed his trust ; 
The broken blade flew high and wide 
And left McCreigh's to pierce his side. 
But in the end this fatal blow 
Was sad alike to friend and foe ; 
For Herbert, though encompassed, saw 
The partisan his sabre draw. 
And struck in turn, but wild and sheer — 
The sudden shock had made him veer — 
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The wound he made was deep and wide. 
And from it poured the purple tide 
A life stream, from its hidden well ; 

And still McCreigh, his foes defying, 
Threw all his strength in one last thrust, 
But forward from his saddle fell, 
And gasping lay in gore and dust, 

Defeated, unrevenged, and dying. 

VII. 

Upon the sward McCreigh is laid, 
Where softly falls the cooling shade, 
Beside the limpid waters where 
The wild flowers bloom untrodden there ; 
And gathered round, a silent band, 
Ellina, and with her Legrande, 
Montross, Lenoir, and Latimore, 
With troopers free, the fight now o'er. 
And as they gaze upon his brow 
Pallid and wet with death-dews now, 
A watchful eye can plainly trace 
The heart's emotions in each face. 
Varied and changing as the thought 
Traces the course of things forgot. 
And links unto a hated name 
His lawless deeds and evil fame. 
His labored breath in gasping throes 
Reveals how low the fountain flows ; 
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His eye that burned with kindling fires 
Grows cold and dim as life expires : 
But yet he turns his anxious gaze 
In eager search from face to face 
Until it fixes with a glare, 
The silent look of mute despair, 
Upon Ellin a watching near. 
She starts, but it is not with fear 
For in her eye now gleams a tear, 
A tribute pity gives to those 
Who suffer, be they friends or foes. 

VIII. 

She reads his glance as only they 
Who through deep suffering learn the way. 
The speaking eye when tongue is mute, 
Thrilling and wild in man or brute, 
Pleads with a power we cannot reach 
In fawning sign and sweetest speech. 
He strives to speak ; but now congealed 
In chill of death his lips are sealed, 
And not a hand is there to give 
A draught to soothe, or life revive, 
Or to unchain them for a time 

1 

To pray — repent — confess his crime. 
Although upon his death-dulled ear 
Murmur the waters flowing near ! 
Yes ! even foes, when helpless, find 
The hand that smote can still be kind, 
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And he who gave the wound will bind^ 
And where, before, hate had not spared, 
The crust of bread and flask are shared. 
A soldier's eye discerns his need ; 
A soldier's hand supplies with speed 
From his canteen the generous draughty 
That by his dying lips is quaffed. 
As glued to it his lipts remain 
Until the latest drop they drain, 
Then leave the vessel with a sigh ; 
Then turns to her his glance again 
While gathering moisture dims his eye. 
'Twas strange the shaft should sink so deep 
They say the dying never weep 1 
Yet I have stood their pillow near 
And in the eye saw gathering tear, 
A mist on mist, which never slid 
In drops adown the closing lid. 
And such now gathers in his eye — 
A mist from fountain long gone dry — 
Not drops that show a copious flood 
Late in the broken cistern stood. 
But see ! again he strives to speak I 
The icy fetters will not break : 
Now lifts he slowly from his side, 
*Red with his flowing life blood dyed, 
A feeble hand, and with a sigh 
Points to the clear, unclouded sky. 
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And as his lips for utterance strive, 
Whispers but one faint word " Forgive \ " 
Then drops his hand to earth again ; 
His brow contracts with mortal pain : 
A gasp — a quivering sigh of breath 
And then his features fix in death. 

IX. 

With hasty hands his grave was made, 
/Beneath that pine-tree's spreading shade, 
A mossy stone the only trace 
To mark McCreigh*s last resting-place. 
There curious eyes may yet behold 
This lonely stone above his mould, 
And it is more than oft is given 
To those who have more nobly striven I 
For thousand heroes sleep unknown ; 
No hand for them has placed the stone ; 
No eye e'er saw, save his who gave 
Them sepulture, the lonely grave. 
Not only by the Holston's vrave 
Sleep in their graves unknown, the brave. 
But where above its yellow sand 
Flows on the placid Cumberland ; 
Along the winding Tennessee 
Through mountain glen and valley free. 
And further up where flows the French 
Before it mingles with the Clinch ; 
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And where Stone River once flowed red 

With blood that on its banks was shed ; 

On Yazoo's banks and Bayou Pierre 

The sluggish Black too flowing near ; 

The Arkansas and southern White, , 

The Red and all whose streams unite, 

To swell the Mississippi's waves 

Are dotted by such lonely graves. 

Each bayou has them by its flood ; 

And o'er them waves each southern wood • 

Festooned with moss a sombre g^ay, 

Which hangs in mournful drapery, 

Where swept the waves of battle wide 

To leave them stranded by the tide. 

X. 

Where southern suns with balmy showers 
Clothe their green banks with gorgeous flowers, 
The Sabine, Pearl, and all that flow 
Into the Gulf of Mexico ; 
And where Savannah murmurs clear, 
And through the pines flows on Cape Fear, 
To where Virginia's hundred streams 
Glance in the winter's frosty beams, 
Or flash through emerald borders where 
The summer spreads its blossoms fair : 
Potomac's waves which long have run 
Beside the tomb of Washington, 
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First gatheritig in its onward flow 
The waters of the Shenandoah ; 
The Rappahannock noted still 
For Fredericksburg and Chancellorsville, 
And for those days of war's distress 
The passage through the Wilderness, 
Where Grant his last campaign began 
Along the winding Rapidan ; 
And where the Chickahominy 
Witnessed our slaughtered thousands die 
Amid its swamps where seven days, 
Red carnage in fierce havoc sways, 
To end the last more fearful still 
In the repulse at Malvern Hill, 
Hard by the James, above whose shore 
The distant spires of Richmond tower, 
Where close beside their halls of state, 
And on its banks grim Libby sate. 
While flowed its limpid waves the while. 
Around the bleak sands of Belle Isle : 
And emptying in the James above 
The Appomattox — name I love ! 
Because its banks and streams near by 
Witnessed the dark Rebellion die — 
O ! may its banks be green, its name 
Green as its banks in deathless fame 1 
All these have witnessed and conceal 
What they will never more reveal ; 
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The graves of those unknown lo fame • 
No eye can mark, no tongue shall name. 
Then where is now the wrong to lay 
In this lone resting-place McCreigh, 
.With those who fell around to keep 
Companionship in kindred sleep ? 
War's cruel laws no pity show. 
In things like these, to friend or foe. 

XI. 

The midday sun now bright and high 

Is glowing in a cloudless sky, 

As gayly on through light and shade 

Approach a joyous cavalcade ; 

While in the front, and side by side, 

Ellina and her lover ride ; 

And pressing on just in the rear 

Their friends and followers appear, 

A little sad for those who fell 

But proud their arms have sped so well. 

Not as the mom revealed her face, 

Yet tinged with sorrow's recent trace, 

Appears Ellina, as her ear 

Is bent Legrande's low speech to hear. 

Whose very tones her life renew 

As flowers grow fresh that drink the dew ; 

And it is plain that heart to heart 

Their mutual joys and hopes impart, 
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And that the«ills how passed, though sore, 

In sympathy they here tell o'er. 

Of Albert's fate Ellina hears 

Amid her joy, in bitter tears, 

But in her heart's first gushing glow, 

Soon ebbs the wave of sorrow low ; 

Its bitter tide allayed to rise 

When shadows dim life's roseate skies, 

And she shall iniss the face to-day 

Obscures in love's, now dazzling ray. 

XII. 

Just as they gain a gentle height 

A glittering spire attracts the sight. 

And faintly come in gentle swells 

The merry chimes of distant bells. 

They halt to catch the sound that dies 

In echoes as it o'er them flies : 

A moment pales Ellina's cheek ; 

Her trembling lips refuse to speak. 

And Herbert in alarm inquires 

What cause this sudden fear inspires. 
" The bells I The bells 1 " she cries, by fears 

O'ercome, and then gives way to tears. 
" But why this sorrow, pray thee, tell ? 

That surely is a merry bell ! 

It tolls no dirge, it breathes no sound 

That e'en the saddest heart can wound, 
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Then why these tears ? pray let the tide 
On this fond bosom now be dried ! " 
" Nay ! it is past : but O ! the power 
Those bells have o'er me at this hour ! 
For when I heard them first it seemed 
That in these happy hours I dreamed, 
And they awoke me, and at last 
The dream with all its joy was past, 
So sudden and so well it wrought 
As first to overpower all thought ! 
My folly I must now confess ; 
Forgetting not the Lord to bless 
Who answered faith I thought to be 
The dreamings of insanity. 
But I forget, and should have told 
What I in timid doubt withhold." 
Around the others gather near, 
With anxious hearts her words to hear. 
Montross now smiling in his joy 
Unconscious he has lost his boy ; 
Lenoir and Latimore scarce less 
Enjoy and share his happiness. 
As she relates with faltering speech. 
With here and there a word for each. 
As it were on her memory glassed 
All the dark scenes through which she passed 
Since on the night they parted last. 
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XIII. 

And warming at the close, she said, 
"I promised then McCreigh to wed 
To save my father from a fate 
E'en now I dare not contemplate. 
In mockery of his bitter grief 
Upon my father turned the chief 
And said, — I tell it word for word 
For not one syllable fell unheard — 
* There stands a church in yonder town. 
With gilded cross and front of brown, . 
Which on the Holston's stream looks down ; 
To-morrow*s noon will hear the bell 
The joyful invitation swell ; 
The Priest, the bridegroom, and the bride 
Shall stand the holy shrine beside ; 
For thou Ellina there shalt join, 
For weal or woe, thy hand with mine.' 
My faith was weak ; my fate seemed sure J 
And I could nothing but endure. 
I could not see the hand that stayed. 
E'en then upon Fate's dial laid 
To stop the index as it run. 
Before the rising of the sun ; 
And even when deliverance came 
I quite forgot his holy name 
And thanked you for the deed, whom He 
Had sent for our delivery." 
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XIV. 

Then spoke Montross : *' My child, I chide 

You not, but hear you speak with pride 

Of things so grave : for youth is vain 

And eager all its hopes to gain. 

Forgetful when the prize is won 

Too oft the means by which 'tis done. 

Enough ! my faith in sight foresaw 

That He who made would keep the law I 

The mercy of his love is strong 

For those who trust, to save from wrong : 

His faith is kept, let ours repay 

In praise the mercies of to-day. 

But hark I those bells a merry rhyme 

Ring out — it is the wedding chime ! 

The ear which they should charm, now cold, 

Hears not their call beneath the mould ; 

The heart which they should stir, can feel 

No joy enkindled by their peal. 

God pity Wm ! but it is well 

For us he cannot hear their swell 1 

But why should they still ring in vain. 

E'en if the bridegroom now lies slain ? 

Here is the bride ! All understand 

The heart goes ever with the hand ; 

It was not thus before ; but now 

The heart speaks in the lip's sweet vow ! 
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Why then delay an hour so sweet, 
Since time and joy alike are fleet 
And hope is ever born to cheat ? 
Am I not right ? You all agree ? 
To yonder shrine then fallow me." 

XV. 

EUina's cheek from faintest flush 

At this grew crimson with a blush, 

In answer to the glance Legrande 

Had given as he took her hand, 

While thus she spoke, " The lips that gave 

The promise to be more than slave 

When duty called, will never spurn 

The love which meets love's sweet return^ 

For thee, my father, erst my heart 

Had chosen but. the bitter part, 

And still as faithful shall I prove. 

And serve thee while I keep my love." 

Thus ending here their brief delay, 

In joy they dashed along the way, 

Until with eager hands amain, 

Before the church they drew the rein. 

XVI. 



They push their way amid the throng 

0W( 
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Which crowd the narrow aisles along, 
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And stand agape, their staring eyes 

Starting with wonder and surprise ; 

For since the early morn have they 

Watched for the coming of McCreigh 

With his free followers in gray. 

What wonder then in blank amaze 

They on this apparition gaze 

With speechless lips when passing through, 

Instead of gray come men in blue, 

And at their head the loyal Stars 

Replace the flaunting Stars and Bars. 

To that Old Flag are hearts still true. 

That love its starry folds and cling 

To it as to a sacred thing 

They still may worship, — as a sign 

That waves above a holy shrine. 

And when the first surprise is past, 

Aright they read the scene at last. 

Their bursting cheers with peal on peal 

Make the arched roof above them reel. 

While hats and ^kerchiefs everywhere 

Are tossed and flutter in the air. 

Old men, whose cheeks are seamed with years, 

Stand gazing through their streaming tears. 

As in their joy with trembling hands 

They gather where that banner stands, 

To grasp its folds and kiss its hem. 

And gaze upon its starry field, — 
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The hope, the strength, the towering shield, 
And harbinger of peace to them — 
And in their joy like Jacob cry, 
" Since I have seen thee, let me die ! " 
While maids and matrons to their joy, 
Find here a lover, there a boy, 
To them in hopeless hour returned. 
For whom, as lost, they long had mourned. 
For here had mustered half the band 
Of those who follow still Legrande. 

XVII. 

Soon sink to cries their bursting cheers, 

Then die away in sobs and tears. 

As mingling through the church they press 

Bronzed cheek and hand with fond caress, 

The heart too full and words too weak 

For lips that feebly strive to speak. 

Near by the altar robed in white, 

His thin hair crowned with golden light, 

• • • « 

The chaplain stands, unmoved and calm, — 
A saint, with robe and crown and palm, 
He seems, save that from eyes that close 
In ecstasy and not repose. 
Beneath the lids the tears run down 
And trickle on from cheek to gown ; 
His lips, that murmur all the while. 
Are parted with a heavenly smile. 
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As from them in low accents fall 
Upon the hush, entrancing all 
As music sweet, " Now let us pray ! " 
And lifting up his locks of gray, 
With streaming eyes that seem to see 
Through op>ening clouds the Deity, 
He looks beyond the shores of time, 
And in that mystery sublime 
Reads as a book the hidden Word 
And thus gives thanks unto the Lord I 
" We thank thee, Lord, that in these days 
Our eyes have seen thy boundless grace, 
And in these signs thou hast made known 
Still greater mercies to be shown. 
Thou wilt not break the bruisfed reed. 
Nor quench the smoking flax indeed, 
But yet thou wilt the proud overthrow 
And bring the mighty very low I 
Then Lord, to smite, thine arm make bare, 
Yet spare them as they too will spare 1 
We trust thee, Lord, the day is near, 
When in thy strength thou wilt appear 
To break the chains from sea to sea, 
And let the captive bound, go free > 
And grind to dust, beneath thy power. 
The foes which now our land devour. 
Come, then, O Lord ! incline thine ear. 
Thy aged servant grant to hear, 
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Who with his feeble breath gives praise 
For what thou givest in these days ; 
Soon let the ripened harvest pour 
Its golden grain into our store ; 
Until it come we ask no more ! 
Keep us, O Father, pure till then, 
And add to all we ask — Amen \ " 
With loud " Amens ! " and fervent cries 
They greet the close, and all arise ; 
While tears and smiles upon each face 
Proclaim their thanks to God for grace. 

XVHL 

Then spoke Montross, " Good father, we 
Though with a change, have need of thee. 
As first arranged, you know McCreigh 
The bridegroom should have been to-day, 
And she, my daughter here, the bride, 
But God would otherwise decide. 
^ut, as the tale is long, I wait 
Some leisure hour more to relate, 
While that alone which you should know 
In brief will for your guidance show. 
McCreigh will come no more to claim 
The heart which he would lead to shame -* 
The dust around in cold embrace 
Has closed above his resting-place I 
These two, my daughter saved and won 
By this our country's noble son. 



] 
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Claim here thy blessing and thy seal 

On vows they take in faith and feel. 

He is the leader of this band ; 

And none more worthy in the land 

To win her love or keep her hand 1 

Take her, my son ! I now bestow 

My all in her. To thee I owe 

The joy of gi\'ing, and resign 

Her to as tender care as mine. 

Thank God 1 this hour of parting leaves 

No wound that bleeds, no pain that grieves ; 

For in my joy made full, appears 

The bow of hope athwart our tears I " 

XIX. 

Beside the altar which so late 
McCreigh had sought to desecrate ; 
Beneath the flag whose red and blue 
Imaged a love both warm and true, 
Whose starry field and spotless white 
The heart reflected pure and bright, 
And promised peace and rest to those 
Long scourged by its insulting foes ; 
Under that roof whose arches long 
Had echoed prayer and sacred song, 
Before a throng whose faces yet 
Were with the tears of pleasure wet 
From holy joy, so deep, it drew 
From hidden fount the pearly dew. 
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They breathe the vows that upward wend, 
And to the mount of God ascend 
The vows that live and last forever, 
No matter what may seek to sever. 
Then with his trembling hands outspread 
To bless this now united head. 
The reverend father says, again, 
" So bless and keep us all, Amen ! " 
Anew the cheers ring out, as end 
The Sacraments ; while friend with friend 
Clasp hands and speak in wondering praise 
Of Him who brought them to these days, 
As on they press with eager feet 
The happy pair with peace to greet. 
And ne'er before this day, I ween. 
Was joy so great at wedding seen : 
Although from youth to hoary years 
Each eye was wet with flowing tears, 
Yet in them mixed not griefs alloy. 
And all that fell were tears of joy 1 

XX. 

That eve the genial cheer went round ; 
For all a welcome hearth was found ; 
And through the village on the night 
In every window blazed a light ; 
For all rejoiced with those whose bliss 
Was sweeter from what went amissw 
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The flowing fountain turned awry, 
Though checked the stream, had not gone dry, 
But waiting, full, the hoped release, 
Now glided on once more in peace. 
Perhaps the pleasures of this day 
To other hearts have shown the way- 
They had not known or feared to seek ; 
For by the glance and flushing cheek, 
The whispered tale, with earnest word. 
Is just as eager sought and heard 
By those who followed Herbert's lead 
Through dangers dark, in daring deed ; 
And here they do not seem inclined . 
That he shall leave them now behind. 
While hands so soft and eyes sa bright 
Into the dangerous breach invite. 

xxf. 

Here, while their joy is fresh and free 
And skies are bright o'er Tennessee, 
While for a time that phantom dread 
Of grizzly war has from them fled, 
We leave them in the bliss that soon 
Declining from its golden noon 
Shall in the clouds of coming night 
Fade darkly from the failing ^Ight, 
To rise again another morn 
E'en brighter than when newly born. 
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The dreary- winter with its snows ; 

The hopes defeated — darker woes 

In contrast with the light which here 

Shines from a sky as morning clear, 

To follow with the siege and storm 

And swift. repulse at Knoxville, form 

A history, though stirring, now 

My theme, to tell, will not allow, 

Although our hero, once again, 

In its defense led on his men. 

It is enough that safe and free, 

When won the latest victory 

At Appomattox, his fair bride 

With joyous tears, in love and pride, 

Hung on his neck in fond embrace, 

To kiss the bronzed but glowing face 

Of him whose sword without one stain, 

Peace to its sheath restored again. 

Sealed by that fond heart's fervent prayer 

That Peace, which placed, would keep it there. 
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OR, THE HERMIT'S TALE. 



I. 

THE RESCUE. 

"1 1 rE sat in the dim, dreamy starlight, 
^ ^ Where shadows fell softly around us, 
Veiling the low, modest blossoms, 
That hid in the depths of their bowers. 
Silent and sad were we sitting. 
Sighing and thinking of pleasure. 
Pleasure that had not been tasted 
In all our bright round of enjoyment. 
A head lightly pressed on my bosom, 
A breath fanned my cheek, 'twas Ventilla's. — 
Her eyes seemed to droop as in dreaming,. 
^yhile lightly her white hands were twisting 
My locks into curls 'round her fingers. 
As softly a tune she was humming, 
A song of the days now departed. 
Out in the starlight and shadow 
Close where her light feet were pressing, 
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Sat on a soft, mossy cushion 
Monte Leoni the Hermit ; 
While blent with his beard o'er his bosom 
Low were .his snowy locks hanging 
White as the hand of Ventilla, 
And soft as the down of her mantle. 
Oft in the evening and shadow, 
Bent o*er his staff he would linger 
Close by the feet of Ventilla 
And list to the song she was singing, 
Even forgetting bis cottage, 
Even forgetting his sorrow I 
Quickly she rose from my bosom 
Saying in sweet, silvery accents, 
" Monte' Leoni \ now tell me 
The tale which you often have promised, 
The tale of your youth and your love-days 
The Hermit sighed deep at the mention 
Of days he* had never forgotten, 
Yet started to hear a word spoken 
That called up their sad recollection. 
He lingered not long in this silence ; 
But tuning his voice for recital 
Thus told be the tale of his love-days. 

I. 

When youthfuMocks have all their night. 
And burning eyes have all their light, 
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And hot blood flows through youthful veins, 

Nor age the heat of love restrains, 

And all our passions urge us on 

To win a pleasure almost won, 

Then life we feel with all its glow ! 

No future care, no future woe 

Can snatch from us the cup of bliss 

We drain in such an hour as this. 

Right onward to the brink we speed, 

The flowers we crush we do not heed : 

The luring vision leads the way, — 

We must not stop, we dare not stay 

To waste a moment or a thought 

Apart from joy thus madly sought, 

Although the sweetest flowers that grow. 

And brightest gems of radiant glow 

Lie strewn around the way we tread 

In pressing where that phantom fled« 

On, on ! Our folly flies us still I 

And yet we press through haunts of ill 1 

Who stops to gather broken weeds ? 

Who stops to straighten bruisbd reeds. 

Or plant anew uprooted flower 

At such a time, in such an hour ? 

Yet when we clasp the shadowy thing 

Which lures us with so bright a wing, 

It falls to dust ; and all we see 

Of that which should most lovely be* 
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Is here and there a blackened stain, 
The spots that on our hands remain, 
Which we may rub and wash in vain ! 
They will not dim, they cannot fade ; 
But show the ruin we have made, 
As on the hand the crimson dye 
Will ever start the murderer's eye. 
And though he wash with secret care, 
He looks and ever sees it there. 

II. 

Still backward o'er the trampled way 
We see the death around us lay. 
In withered leaves and broken flowers 
That strew those sad and ravished bowers. 
Where, had we heeded love's own song 
And listened to his pleading tongue, 
We might have rested long and well, 
And caught the drops of joy that fell. 
Nor dashed them madly from our way 
Forever lost in scattered spray. 
We might have slumbered in that bed, 
A heaving breast beneath our head, 
Nor felt the billow nor the rock 
Which woke us with the sudden shock. 
Such hearts must feel when falls the blow 
That hurls beneath the waves of woe. 
We might have felt, and seen, and known 
These youthful days, so blest, our own I 
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We might have drank the cup and found 
New pleasure in its circling round ; 
But hearts that know not way to sin 
The evil blindly follow in ! 
And youth that knows not yet of sorrow 
In life's to-day sees not to-morrow, 
But onward presses 'till the night 
Has swallowed up the fading light : 
And when the meteor star goes out 
In vain he seeks to turn about. 
Our downward steps are swift indeed, 
For of the way we take no heed ; 
Tis only when we would retrace 
We see the dizzy starting place. 
That towering steep we must ascend, 
The slippery path our feet must wend. 
Ere once again the light we greet 
Which never more can beam so sweet ! 

III. 

My life has little that should claim 
A sigh for sorrows I may name. 
For folly in my youthful days 
Has led me irt forbidden ways ; 
And now, in spending many years 
In holy thought and contrite tears, 
I cannot let the shadows hide 
The faces which before me glide. 
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Nor drive their meihories from my breast — 

One face is brighter than the rest 1 

And in its smile I yet can see 

The heaven of love which beamed for me. 

I know I should forget all these, 

When looking up to heaven for peace. 

Yet this had brought me peace below — 

This angel of my life, and still 

The blameless source of all my ill — " 

Far sweeter than I hope to know. 

Did'st ever love ? But wherefore ask 1 

That beaming face must wear a mask 

If you would hide those lines that tell 

To careless eye you love right well. 

But yet, ah ! yet you never felt 

That love so in your bosom melt 

That, mingling in your life's deep tide 

It overflowed all else beside, 

Nor let one thought of self inspire 

Or check the swelling heart's desire : 

You never felt that fire absorb, 

As light that girts the rolling orb, 

Your very soul, till in the flame 

But one thing lived — but one thing wroi^ght — 

An image that we must not name -^ 

That never lives in uttered thought ; 

An image that can never fade 

Though time may wreck and years invade 
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With hands that loosen memory's clasp, 
And slip life's pictures through our grasp. 
No alchemy of time can blot 
Or dim that image. Though forgot 
All else, yet here I know and feel 
Nought can that hidden treasure steal 
'Till death shall rob me of this love. 
To give me one that waits above. 
Blest with that hope, I wait and pray 
For pardon and that coming day. 

IV. 

I see her now 1 I always see 
That face which beamed in love for me, 
As none has ever shone in love 
Save those in yonder courts above ; 
And when I go to meet her there — 
For she awaits, and oft in prayer 
When my old heart is melted, then 
Her face, in thought, I see again. 
An aureole of holy light, 
Look softly on me through the night, — 
Yes, when I go, she cannot meet 
Me, even there, with love more sweet 
Than she would greet when earthy dust 
Yet tarnished with its dimming rust. 
13 
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V. 

I know not when our love began, 
Or if it ever knew such time 
As could be gathered in a span, 
Or measured as the thrilling rhyme 
Which bore the burden of the lay 
She taught me in that happy day. 

I. 

" Hearts should know no gloom of sadness 
In these hours that round us shine ; 
Mine and thine should thrill with gladness, 
For I am thine and only thine. 

2. 

" Seek no further waiting lover, 
Cease in sadness to repine. 
In this heart thy light discover. 
For I am thine and only thine ! 

3- 
" On thy bosom soft reclining. 

Clasping thy fond hand in mine. 
Love's bright cords our hearts entwining. 
Leave me thine and only thine. 
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"Through life — in death no change shall sever 
Hearts which hope and love entwine ; 
On earth, in hfeaven, or lost forever, 
Thine, I am, and only thine I " 



Such was the song I heard her sing 
Ere yet her love had taken wing. 
And yet in that soft melody 
Unknown she breathed it out to me ; 
For, in the flood of song that fell, 
I felt the strange and hidden spell 
Which wraps the heart in toils that never 
Leave mortal hand the power to sever. 

VI. 

We met — 'twas all that love should claim ; 

For in our hearts the kindled flame 

Grew brighter as the severed, band 

United in the clasping hand ; 

And love o*er all its sweetness shed, 

As oil on consecrated head. 

There was no need of halting speech 

The tale of love our hearts to teach. 

Though scarcely opening to the flower 

Was either in that happy hour, 
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Though in the swelling bud we knew 
The freshness of this love's sweet dew. 
And drank the cup as flowers that sip 
The drops that kiss each crimson lip, 
Still ^jlushing deeper as each draught 
Of freshening life was by us quaffed. 
For with each inspiration came 
A throb responsive to the flame. 
O, let me age and woes forget ! 
And give me back one short hour yet, 
To clasp that lovely being here 
And press her close and hold her near 
This fond old heart ; there let it beat 
With pleasure as supremely sweet, 
As when it learned to thrill and quiver 
With bliss I thought would last forever ; 
But one short hour I ask, that I 
May taste that cup, then let me die ! 

VII. 

What recked we then of Time's swift tide I 
Youth ruled the hour, and love was guide 
In all the rounds of pleasure spread, 
With earth beneath and sky overhead, 
With sunlight filled and strown with flowers ; 
While through the round of flying hours 
No shadow passed along the train 
Which circled in their golden chain. 
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Heart pressed to heart, then throbbed and thrilled, 

While lips the dews of love distilled, 

As joined together in one kiss 

That shortened hours of thrilling bliss 

To moments that flew by so fast. 

Their stay we noted not ere passed. 

We kept no note of hours or days. 

Except they brought our love delays, 

Then slow indeed and lagging drew 

Each moment from our last adieu. 

Until our joining lips again 

In kisses soothed the short hour's pain. 

There were no joys that true hearts feel. 

No wish of love we could conceal. 

Which rose within each yearning breast, 

But by the tongue was straight confessed. 

Thus, each partaking of the draught 

From fountain where the other quaffed, 

No bitter drops were left to stand — 

An offering from a faithless hand. 

VIII. 

One evening when the spring was gay 

With all the gorgeous bloom of May, 

And groves full robed and fields along 

Were bright with flowers and sweet with song ; 

While to the west the sun was sinking. 

And from the earth the moisture drinking ; 
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While floating o'er the deep blue sky 
The fleecy clouds sailed silently ; 
While darting through the silvery stream 
The fish beneath the waters gleam, 
And insects skimming o*er the tide 
Like shadows from the vision glide ; 
While at the brink the plovers rest, 
The waves reflecting each white breast ; 
. And dipping in the silent wave, 
The swallows their red bosoms lave — 
We strayed along that lovely shore, 
Through scenes so often passed before. 
But ne'er had we until that hour 
Felt the sweet influence of their power. 
It might have been the time, the place. 
The rapture of her beauteous face, 
The glowing of the warm spring sun 
Which strengthens ere the day is done ; 
The listless hour, the silent air, 
The breath of flowers which floated there, . 
The mazy depths of those fond eyes. 
The well of all love's mysteries. 
Which gave her presence that strange power. 
I ne'er had felt before tiiat hour, 
While from het eye the light I drew, 
And from her lips I drank the dew 
In dainty draught as bees from flower — 
The bloom untouched — the sweets devour. 
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A proffered cup who will not drain, 

When in its dregs there lurks no pain, 

When in its sweets drops no alloy 

To tinge or mar another's joy ! 

Our love was chaste, our hearts were pure ; 

And then in joy we felt secure. 

No shadow darkling from a gloom 

That saddened all our life to come. 

To us all time alike : we caught 

The vision our fond fancy wrought, 

Forgetting in that hour's delight 

That round us closed a frowning night, 

Whose twinkling stars with feeble ray 

Were gathering up the light of day. 

IX. 

The day has set ; its parting gleam 
Is dying from the silent stream, 
While on the clouds the tinge grows less 
As fades the day's last loveliness ; 
And in the east the stars appear ; ' 
And o'er the sky, now calm and clear. 
The little lamps swing out their light, 
Which, strengthening with advancing night, 
Sets all the dark blue vault aglow 
And struggles to the earth below ; 
Lighting the cup of the bright blue bell 
With a ray from a dewdrop which on it fell, 
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And lighting — what gleams so bright and clear 

On lantha's cheek ? Is it a tear ? 

Is it a drop that sorrow spills 

Out of the cup of coming ills ? 

Is it the first faint gush of woe, 

Tracing the course of the torrent's flow, 

That soon shall wash those roses away 

And wither the lilies that round them lay ? 

Or is it the sign of joy so deep 

That those who feel are forced to weep ? 

Tis joy ! 'tis joy ! She smiles on me ! 

And in her eyes' deep glow I see 

Depths that words can never reach ; 

Thoughts that lips can never teach : 

Only sighs and tears that well 

Could half that heart's emotion tell. 

Still in that starlight faint and dim 

With shadowy scenes that round us swim. 

We passed the flitting hours away 

Losing in night the parted day, 

So happy in our new found bliss 

We had no thought to give to this. 

Draughts of a spring that hour unsealed 

To our fond hearts such joy revealed 

As comes but once in life's drear waste, 

To lure the mortal with a taste 

Of joys forbidden ere they bri*ng 

The bitter cup and madn'ing sting. 
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X. 

We might have dreamed ! It does now seem 

That all is but a fleeting dream, 

But still my heart forbids the thought 

With memories love has not forgot. 

And there are scenes I would forget, 

Or think that I am dreaming yet, 

To wake again with coming day 

And find this vision passed away — 

To wake and find these locks of gray 

Again grown black as raven's wing ; 

These limbs grown strong that now are weak, 

And youth round up this hollow cheek ; 

To hear that voice its love-notes sing, 

And clasp that form which now in air 

I see still smiling sweetly near. 

With eye so soft and brow so fair ; 

And know once more, and see and hear 

That one than all of earth more dear — 

For this I would be dreaming still 

Amid these shadows dark and chill. 

If that awak'ning morn would bring 

So bright a day and fair a thing. 

To those who are by sin made wise 

This may be wrong — and to their eyes 

It would be if their secret thought 

Its own attendant evil brought. 
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But to our hearts no whisper came 
To flush the cheek with guilty shame ; 
All time and place to us the same, 
While innocence and love should rest 
The peaceful inmates of each breast. 
I loved her — 'twas enough for me : 
There was no guilt nor infamy 
In such a life, when love*s own light 
Disperses evil, as the night 
Is scattered by the morn, and earth 
In all its beauty flashes forth. 
I loved her 1 He who ever felt 
His heart with that strong passion melt, 
Will ask no further ; for the flame 
From Love's own altar burns the same, 
And purifies the heart which feels. 
As fire the steel its heat anneals. 
Touch not with earthly hands the shrine 
Which holds that essence made divine 1 
'Tis love's command ! Those disobey 
Who worship but the quickened clay. . 

XI. 

We may have dreamed ; yet when the sun 
Had tinged the morning clouds with dun. 
The opening eye of blushing day. 
Parting the mists of morning gray 
Beheld us wandering where the night 
Had led us by a paler light. 
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Sleep sits but lightly on the breast 
With age and cares of life oppressed ; 
Affrighted by the phantoms there 
In vain it wooes with visions fair ; 
More lightly still when in the hour 
Love's sway is felt with all its power, 
For then its realms with visions fraught 
" May cheat the heart of some fond thought, 
And hours are lost that do not bear 
Some token of the absent fair. 
The boughs which let the sunlight through 
Were dripping now with morning dew, 
While birds the bright drops from them flung. 
And tuned anew their songs and sung 
The same as at the evening hour 
They warbled but with fresher power. 
The flowers were blooming just as sweet 
Above our heads and at our feet. 
While rising from the dewy bloom 
Was the fresh breath of sweet perfume. 
It seemed our love could never cloy. 
But with each hour brought fresher joy. 
And evening's bliss, though deep its power, 
Was doubled at the morning hour. 
We knew not then of days of ill. 
But thought these hours were endless still, 
With not one shadow that could fall, 
With not one sorrow to appall ; 
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But brightening ever, day by day, 
Our lives would sweetly pass away. 

XII. 

Joys have their end and dreams must break, 

Yet from them scarcely do we wake 

Until we feel the dazzling light, 

Or stand completely lost in night. 

This time must come ! You too may feel 

The parting cords where drives the steel, 

Which severs from your frantic grasp 

The idol which your fond arms clasp, 

To leave you by its shrine defaced, 

Where, in the dust, your mouth is placed 

To plead for mercy, — yet your prayer 

Will move no hand to save or spare. 

IVe seen the mother kneel and pray 

Beside her child that dying lay ; 

IVe seen a father kneeling o'er 

A son to stanch the spouting gore ; 

IVe seen upon her bridal day 

The maiden clasp her lover's clay ; 

Yet not one hour before and these 

Felt not one pang to mar their peace. 

We launch our hopes on life's swi t stream. 

And dream of joys, yet on^ dream ; 

Grief comes — hearts break — before we know 

We struggle in the tide of >^ oe. 
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XIII. 

Our days were passed in cloudless peace, 

In sweet, unsullied joys like these, 

And all we wished or hoped was yet 

A brighter morn when day had set. 

At last there came an hour to chill 

Those days that had but brightened still, 

Since in that night's sweet hour of love 

We wandered in that try sting grove : 

And from a distant shore there came 

lantha's plighted hand to claim 

The husband of her father's choice — 

For in that land love has no voice : 

The parents choose and point the way. 

The child must listen and obey, 

Though bosom bleed and heart should break 

For love that she must then forsake. 

He came indeed before the day. 

Impatient of the short delay 

Which custom gave to minor years. 

Although refused to prayer and tears, 

And freedom for a little space 

Was left her in these hours of grace. 

What mattered this delay to me ? 

It was not long she could be free j 

And be it long or short I knew 

That fatal hour upon us drew. 
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Which brought the day whose morn should sever 
Our hearts, our hands, our lives forever. 

XIV. 

She met me at our trysting-place, ^ 
I read her sorrow in her face ; 
For never had I seen before 
That brow so thickly clouded o'er. 
And in her saddened look could see 
'Twas one that must be shared by me. 
Without a word — she could not speak — 
She pressed her lips upon my cheek 
And twined her arms about my neck ; 
'Twas then those tears she could not check 
Burst in a flood upon my breast 
Where sunk her stricken head to rest. 
I ne'er have seen in saddest hour 
From eyes burst forth such bitter shower. 
Nor flow so freely nor so fast ; 
And when I thought the worst was past. 
And strove to soothe, a wilder flow 
But followed with her sobs of woe. 
This o'er, she grew more calm at last, 
And told me all her tale of grief. 
And thus in telling found relief. 
Although the fatal truth o'erthrew 
In that dark hour my manhood too : 
And for a time my eyes grew dim, 
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My heart felt sick — each nerveless limb - 

Shook with a palsy worse than fear 

Or age has ever smitten here. 

I strove for thought but could not think : 

I felt my limbs beneath me sink 

As if some mighty burden pressed 

With crushing force upon my breast. 

With all this weight I struggled yet 

As if some thought I would forget, 

Though what, I knew not well — but still 

I knew it was a fearful ill 

That must be met and overthrown — 

But yet to me no way was shown 

By which to check, or change, or shun 

The evil hour I felt begun. 

And in my grief and darkness there 

I would have yielded to despair, 

Had not lantha's gentle hand 

Dispelled it like magician's wand. 



XV. 

There is a charm in woman's fingers, 
Whose softest touch upon us lingers 
And thrills, and starts the blood afresh, 
As if upon the glowing flesh 
The hand which gave that charming thrill 
Were there and pressing softly still. 
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But when that loved one's hand we feel 

Around our neck so gently steal, 

Or smoothe the brow or press the cheek, 

Though we see not nor hear her speak. 

Yet from the touch we know too well 

The hand which bears that potent spell ! 

To it responsive from the heart 

Our kindred feelings quickly start 

And leave our darker thoughts to meet 

The smile above all others sweet, 

Thought fought with joy or full of tears. 

Which on the bending face appears. 

Thus with her touch the startled thought 

Which darkly in my bosom wrought, 

Turned from its deep and starless night, 

To where my souPs own living light. 

Shone in her love, and in delight 

I there forgot the gathering storm 

In the soft radiance of her form ; 

Forgot all, save the passing hour. 

The love that crowned our broken bower. 

And joys which with us lingered yet. 

And these I never could forget. 

Though storms should come, before they fall 

To crush and blast, and blacken all, 

Our hands should gather on the way 

The flowers that open on to-day ; 

It is enough to leave to sorrow 
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Their withered stalks for the to-morrow.^ 

Such is our thought, — -. and soon appears 

A smile where yet He sorrow's tears, 

And trembling lips are breathing now 

The ever fond and earnest vow 

Of love, that time nor fate can change. 

Nor absence in true hearts estrange. 

Frail vows I roost solemn when first spoken. 

And yet they are the soonest broken ! 

But ours was not a love that springs 

From sunny hours on downy wings, 

But from the coming tempest flies 

Affrighted by the frowning skies ; 

Though true, 'twas born in brighter hour, 

And fostered in the fairest bower. 

Yet in the darkness stronger grew. 

And closer still each bosom drew. 

So that the hand which sought to ^ever 

Must crush — it could divide us never. 

XVI. 

There, in her hope, she sweetly said, 
She would not with another wed ; 
Although the hour was coming fast 
With bitter ills our hopes to blast, 
When at the altar she must stand 
With bloodless lip and trembling hand, 

14 
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And breathe that vow all hope must smother, 

Nor leave her free to love another. • 

Yet ere that hour there must be sought 

Far from that land a secret spot, 

Whfere never fear of envious eyes 

Of those who sought to snatch my prize, 

Would come to mar our happy rest 

Or wake one fear within the breast. 

Wild are our dreams in youthful days 

When fancy dazzles with its blaze. 

And what we wish in thought possessed 

Before the wish can be expressed ; 

And what we plan we see complete 

Before we turn our tardy feet ; 

But still we leave for gray-haired man 

To finish what in youth we plan. 

Yet when our all is lost or won. 

And love with fear shall urge us on, 

Then youthful hearts are quick to win 

What tardy age would scarce, begin ; 

And though the danger baffle, still 

We follow on through every ill, 

Nor rest till safe from all we fear. 

Is that we love and prize most dear. 



XVII. 

We little heed in such an hour 
Thp danger of a rival's power. 
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But in the hope which love awakes, 
That hope which on the saddest breaks, 
We strengthen heart and nerve the hand 
To grapple, or the shock withstand, 
Yet never from the path are drawn, 
For where love leads we follow on ! 
My plan was laid before the night 
That was to win or lose delight 
. Forever to this fearful breast, 
Which now could neither wait nor rest. 
While yet the danger threatened round, 
Nor safety from its fall be found : 
But ere I had imparted this 
I jealous eye put all amiss, 
And we could meet no more ; for she, 
Suspicioned, was no longer free. 
But prisoned in her chamber lone. 
Must vainly watch o*er casement stone 
For coming eve or purple dawn. 
That late her willing feet had drawn, 
While others slept, to meet me where 
The groves were free and flowers fair. 
Alone she wept her absent love, 
Alone f wandered in that grove, 
And nightly through the starlight haze 
Would up to her lone window gaze. 
And fancy through the dusky pane 
I met her earnest glance again, 
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As through the shadowy night she sought 
That one to whom turned every thought 

XVIII. 

Nor was it fancy all — one night 
While gazing on her window there 
I saw a dim and feeble light, 
And in it gleamed a face most fair. 
Ah I when I saw that faded cheekj 
In my delight I sought to speak, 
Forgetting in that anxious hour 
I was not in my lady's bower ; 
But with her snowy hand she stayed 
The cry my presence had betrayed, 
And gently on the night's repose 
I saw her lattice soft unclose : 
A moment in the lamp's dim blaze 
Again I saw her lovely face ! 
But ere I well had time to view, 
* Or catch the meaning of the word 
Which faintly in the night I heard, 
Her hand the folds together drew 
As through them came a hushed adieu. 
They closed ; and fluttering through the night 
I saw an object thin and white, 
Which near me with a rustling sound, 
Fell slowly to the dusky ground ; 
I seized it with an eager clasp 
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As if I feared 'twould shun my grasp. 
A message sent ! and even there 
I traced the lines so faint and fair, 
And blotted with full many a tear — 
Behold ! though worn I have it here — 
Again will read its contents o'er, 
Though read a thousand times before ! 
I love its lines to look upon 
Traced by a hand which now is gone, 
Though in my heart their memory's trace 
Nor age nor time can e'er efface, 

XIX. 

" Moneto " — 'Twas the name I bore 
With those who knew me on that shore, — 

" Moneto dearest I Ah how dear 
To this lone bosom panting here 
With love these lips dare not express 1 
It drives me mad thus to repress 
My every thought within these bars 
Whose iron with my freedom wars, 
When well I know your waiting feet 
Still linger near my steps to meet. 
My tears are constant in their flow 
When there are none their flood to know : 
But there are times they must give place 
For smiles to light this fading face ; 
But O ! how hard to feign delight 
When all within the soul is night ! 
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This ends ; the hope which 1 have held 
To-morrow night must see dispelled, 
Unless by you I am reclaimed 
From what in thought my cheek has shamed, 
My troth accursed. If then and there 
You still would rescue from despair, 
I go from hence with yofu to fly 
That death I here begin to die. 
. When twilight's shade obscures the sight. 
And all grows dim within its light, 
Come to the trysting grove once more ; 
One hour's delay and all is o'er." 

XX. 

'Didst ever wake from fearful dream 
And see the full light round you gleam. 
And bending o'er your pillow near 
The face beyond all others dear. 
While on your heart the boding spell 
In all its darkening shadows fell. 
Awaking there each saddening thought 
Which in your breast the dream had wrought. 
Yet linking in your dream that face • 

Whose features through each scene you trace ? 
'Twas thus her face — her words — awoke ; 
And with them through the shadows broke 
A cloudless light, yet fearful still 
In some unseen yet threatened ill, 
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Without the rishig thought to cheer, 

Tis but a fleeting dream I fear. 

I knew she loved — had dreamed before — 

And trusted to that love — and more, 

.1 knew no other lip could press 

Those which her bridal vows should bless ; 

For ere that hated hour could be 

I had resolved to set her free. 

The hour she set that we should meet, 

And there must be no tardy feet 

Whoever chided Love's delay 

When Psyche's voice had called away ? 

Our hearts outstrip the lagging hour 

Which calls us to the waiting bower. 

XXI. 

Behind the hills which crowned the west, 
The glowing sun had sunk to rest, 
And yet along the burning sky 
The clouds were tinged a brilliant dye. 
And o*er the trees and on the river. 
Whose glowing waters murmured by, 
I saw the shadows flit and quiver. 
And through the wood and spreading vale 
The dying light grow dim and pale. 
Then darken as the shadows fell 
And daylight bid the earth farewell ! 
I watched the fiery circle dip 
Behind the far ofl* mountain's tip,^ 
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And counted 'gainst his blading breast 
The niches in that rugged crest ; 
And noted by their changing glow 
The inches as he sunk below, 
Until I saw the whole broad face 
Sink slowly in that misty place, 
Then from the red horizon rise 
That lurid light along the skies. 
Such as they see at midnight glow 
Above the northern hills of snow 
When boreal floods of shifting light 
Pierce through the long, cold winter's night : 
And fearful long it seemed to me 
' That I this sinking orb could see. 
But longer far the moments drew 
While yet that light burned on my view ! 
• Oft have I longed and looked for day 
As through the night I tossing lay, 
But ne'er but twice to see it fade away. 

XXII. 

Near by, a little village stood, 
Just skirting on the gloomy wood, 
From which the shadows that had slept 
Through the long day at evening crept 
And shrouded in their mantle dark 
The scene, save here and there a spark 
Which started up amid the shade 
And thei% the haunts of man betrayed. 
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While dimly shadowed on the sky 
One lonely steeple caught the eye. 
This church had witnessed many a day 
The blushing maiden given away, ^ 
And now awaits the marriage rite 
To be performed again to-night. ^ 
Awaits ! and who shall be the bride ? 
IVe lingered here since eventide, 
To bear her from this spot — and yet 
The lights are in those windows set ! 
Why comes she not ? 'Tis past the hour I 
The dew sits lightly on the flower ; 
The stars light up the skies above ; 
The night has gathered in the gro>ie I 
Tis late, 'tis late ! I oft repeat — 
But hark ! the tread of coming feet I 
The sound a dusky form betrays — 
And — loud my restless charger neighs ! 
Impatienf of this long delay 
He too would wish to break away. 
I come, and close beside him stand 
And soothe him with caressing hand ; 
And he, to show his fondness, presses 
Against the hand which thus caresses ! 
Companion — friend — more faithful still, 
Than man in our dark hours of ill. 






2l8 * lli/THA; 

XXIII. 

She comes not ! why this long delay ? 
Has careful hand now barred the way ^ 
What means that red and glaring torch 
Which flashes from the shadowy porch, 
Whence, ere this hour, her steps should glide, 
Those dusky columns close beside ? 
Another ! yet another still I 
It seemed the air at once grew chill. 
As through the night beneath their blaze 
A freezing sight there met my gaze ! 
* In bridal robes lantha came ; 
I knew t^at lovely form the same. 
Though distant far and through the night, 
I saw the floating folds of white ; 
And following closely at her side 
He who e'en now would call her bride I 
It seemed my breath, my life wer^gone, 
And I was changed to senseless stone ! 
I saw the train move gayly on 
To where the flaming lights revealed 
The church, where loud the summons pealed 
A merry note — Alas ! that bell 
Struck to my heart like parting knell ! 
But must I idly stand and see 
My own heart's idol snatched from me, 
Nor lift an arm to save or free ? 
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Still fixed as by enchantment bound 
I watched those torches glancing round ; 
Now hid, now glimmering from the porch 
Again they rise, then in the church 
I see them flash their hateful light, 
And all within grow wildly bright. 

XXIV. 

I start, and ask why stand I here 

As palsied — helpless in my fear ? 

I now must save ! they will not spare 

But forth have led the victim fair, 

Before that altar holy prayer 

Has ever heard, as on the head 

The consecrated drops were shed 

To bless those bonds the head's best joy 

Make sweeter or at last destroy. 

I swiftly mounted then and drew 

The slackened rein — my charger flew 

Like wind along the darkened plain, 

Till at the church I tight^ed rein : 

But as I passed the chancel door 

I saw the altar, and before — 

OJ madness, clasping her fair hand, 

With smiling face Gonzala, stand 1 

I saw her face, 'twas ashy white I 

I saw her lips move in the light — 

But saw no more, as from my steed 

I threw, me as he slackened speed, • 



jao •■ I A NTH A ; 

And dashing madly through the throng 
Which in the aisles had gathered there 
I forced my hurried way along. 
The priest had raised his hands in prayer 
And bowing round in silence all 
Waited the solemn words to fall. 
His parted lips already move 
Invoking Him who reigns above, 
But ere his prayer had further sped 
lantha rai^d her drooping head, 
Moved by a hope, or that strange spell 
Which draws the glance so sure and well, 
And as I struggled midway yet 
Amid the throng, our glances met 
Then with a cry, she sprang like deer 
From foot that treads its covert near, 
With open arms to clasp me fast. 
As if she thought all danger past. 
And that my very presence gave 
A promise that my arm would save. 
In danger*to wh^f feeble thing 
To shun their fate do mortals cling ! 

XXV. 

" O fly ! " she cried, " already there 
The priest began the marriage prayer. 
And ere a moment more had flown 
The vow had left us both undone ! 
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But now — away ! ere they shall part 

My idol from this doting heart ! " 

Clasped in these arms then young and strong 

I bore her fainting through the throng, 

Without opposing hand to stay 

An instant in the crowded way, 

Nay, on each side the throng gave back 

And left to me a broad, free track, 

Witb all a vacant space before 

From chancel to the open door. 

At .first like senseless things of wood 

The bridegroom, priest, and father stood : 

For to them all so unforeseen 

Had this my sudden coming been, 

That ere they well could understand ^ 

Its meaning and the rescue planned, 

I gained the archway where my steed 

Was waiting in this hour of need. 

Quick to the seat I lightly sprang 

And gave the spur — his hard hoofs clang 

Upon the smooth and rocky ground 

Reechoed back its parting sound 

As from their dim, bewildered view 

Along the shadowy vale I flew. 

Her white arms round my neck were cast ; 

Though fainting, there they yet clung fast, 

The conscious spirit by its sway 

Still guiding its unconscious clay. 

The bridal wreath which bound her hair 
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Entwined that brow now deadly fair, 

And mocked tke hands which placed it there, 

But to my heart a promise gave 

Which made it doubly sweet to save, 

As closely to my panting breast 

Her senseless form I fondly pressed. 

XXVI. 

I heard their shout behind me ring 
And far beyond its echoing, 
And saw Gonzala from the porch 
By light of his red flashing torch . 
Dash wildly forth in mad'ning chase, 
• And followed in the hopeless race 
By priest and father, leading on 
The rabble o'er the course I'd gone. 
I laughed aloud in downright glee 
Their worse than mad pursuit to see. 
And hear their shouts grow fainter still, 
As from the high and distant hill 
I watched each torch, which like a spark, 
Shot here and there amid the dark, 
Until at last along the air 
No further echo sounded there. 
And through the dark and misty night 
No longer rose or flashed a light. 
I knew the chase had ceased, but yet 
I did not in that hour forget 
That steeds as fleet and fine in blood 
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Were tethered in Bendina's stud 
As ever Arab gave the rein 
To gailop o'er his desert plain — 
And soon, I knew, upon my track 
Would follow half his baffled pack, 
And strong of limb and fleet indeed 
Must prove my own swift- footed steed 
If in that hour he still maintain 
His double burden, nor let gain 
The fresher foot, the distance won 
Till half the passing night is gone. 

XXVII. 

But now advancing night has spread • 

The dome with glittering stars overhead, 

And drooping heads and heavy eyes 

Me of the time and place apprise. 

And warn me of the growing hour . 

Which I had noted not, such power 

Has memory's spell around me cast 

When I recall the distant past. 

That freshly to my vision brings 

The silent, not forgotten things ; 

And I must here no more delay 

Although I have not finished — nay ! 

The hour is calling me away 

My beads to count, my prayers to say 

For wicked deeds in younger years, 

Whose blackened page, though washed in tears 
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Shows to the last begriming stains — 
And on the soul each wound remains 
Until the healing blood has brought 
Forgiveness through repentance sought. 
And thou — go rest that happy head ! 
It knows not how this heart has bled 
Nor yet how thorny is my bed I 
Go rest ! thy pillow brings not now 
That sleepless pain across thy brow 
Remorse and anguish bring to this, 
For deeds my hands have done amiss, 
Although for years and years I've striven 
With tears and cries to be forgiven ; 
For yet, ah ! yet the love that blesses, 
With blooming cheek thy pillow presses. 
Nor in the stillness of the night 
Come there with lips of ashy white 
Those (orms thy peaceful dreams to fright, 
And whisper in thy visions sweet 
Some word to stop thy fond heart's beat, 
In tones that break with frightful shock. 
Like booming billow on the rock 
Which sweeps with the advancing spray . 
The last poor, clinging flower away ! 
But mine — away ! another night, 
If thou wouldst hear and time invite, 
The tale, which now I cannot end, 
To tell, will at thy will attend. 
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He ceased, and his staff lightly grasping, 
Away through the dark, misty shadows, 
He wended his pathway, more lonely 
To-night, since the shadows of sorrows, 
And forms of the dead walked beside him. 
I kissed my love's cheek, o'er and over — 
But what has so dampened its roses ? 
Are they tears ? and has she been weeping 
At the tale of Old Mont6 Leoni ? 
It was sad when he spoke of the mem'ries, 
Which called him away to his love-days. 
But yet he is old, and our sorrows 
Grow dark as through time we behold them. 
Come, love ! in their whispers now call us 
The dreams that await by our pillows ; 
For now in the far off horizon 
The night has grown thick with its shadow, 
And lifting the curtains of darkness 
All dapple and gray with the morning 
We soon shall behold the red fingers 
And sweet smiling face of Aurora. 
Come, love ! let us woo the soft hours 
Which wait near our now empty couches 
To bear us to lands ever lovely, 
Lands where the visions of beauty 
Soothe with their charms every murmur, 
And give to the happy, new pleasures, 
That never are dimmed with a shadow 
Or chilled with the blast of a sorrow. 
15 



THE PURSUIT. 

AX 7EEKS passed ; and the growing of si 
' * Had filled all the land with its flowers, 
And the song of the birds, and the murmur 
Of breezes that sighed through the arbors 
Were sweet with the song and the odor 
They wafted abroad o'er the meadows. 
But Mont^ Leoni, the hermit, 
No more tn the dusk and the twilight 
Would come, o'er his staff lowly stooping, 
To sit at the feet of Ventilla 
And list to her sweet voice while singing. 
No more since that evening's recital 
Alone through the valley at twilight, 
Have we seen his aged form, still so stalely. 
Wend slowly along by the river. 
"Why lingers old Monti Leoni? 
1 mi»S his white locks softly waving 
When he sal at my feet, half reclining 
.\nd told with his strange voice, half chanting 
V^f htroes anil tales of his boyhood — 
.\l»!l tbe Ulr of his love is uafinisbed ; 
ll\i( hb {Xi>iMts« he hi& I'lOt Kir^Uen, 
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And I fear it is ills that delay him/' 
Thus questioned and mused fair Ventilla, 
Her eye with its earnest glance beaming, 
And doubt sitting dark on her features. 

• 
'Twas morning : the sunlight was glancing 

Like arrows from tree and from hill -side, 

Shooting its shafts in the river, 

Darting its rays through the branches, 

And nestling away in the clover, 

And down in the cup of the tulip 

With the honey-bee sipping its honey. 

Away through the fields bright and dewy. 

Fresh from the mist of the morning, 

Merrily tripping like school-mates, 

Joyous and gay in young childhood, 

We went to the cot of the hermit. 

All was still ! not a sound — e'en the breezes 

That swept with their wings o'er the meadow 

Had stayed, ere they came to the cottage, 

To dally a while with the flowers. 

We entered. 'Twas gloomy and icheerless ; 
Nor at first, dimly seen through the shadows. 
Could aught in the room be distinguished ; 
But soon in the light we brought with us, 
The objects crept out of the shadows, 
And boldly came forth in the daylight. 
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On a bed where the thin, tattered covering 

Hung loose in its folds, as if sleeping, 

Lay Mont6 Leoni the hermit, 

His eyes deeply sunk and half o])en 

And their light dimly veiled in his slumber. . 

One had thought it was death there before us 

Had his lips, ashy pale and half parted. 

Not been moved by the breath gently passing. 

At the sound of our footsteps he wakened, 
And in the full light glared around him 
As he called to his men to protect him : 
For he seemed to have dreamed of some danger 
And thought we were foes who had entered. 
But soon he remembered our features. 
And would have arisen to welcome, 
But the hand which was heavy upon him 
Pressed him, fainting and sick, on his pillow. 
We feared even then he was dying 
Alone in his cottage neglected ! 
He begged us to raise him a little 
And let him recline on his pillow ; 
And then to draw close to his bedside, 
For much he had left yet to tell us 
And few were the hours that lingered. 
With a sigh for the hopes that had vanished. 
And a smile for the now brightening future, 
A ray from the dawning hereafter, 
He told to the end his strange story. 
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I. 

I now am old : my tide of sorrow 
Sweeps not its wave o'er the to-morrow, 
For ere the light of morn arise, 
The light which glimmers in these eyes 
Will set in gloom that never more 
Shall brighten on this earthly shore. 
I murmur not — nay I I rejoice, 
And welcome as a happy choice 
The coming change which soon will bring 
That shadow with its dusky wing — 
To me it now has lost its sting — 
For in it I will then forget 
Those days, save for their memory, yet, 
E'en with my years, I might regret 
The summons sent a^ come to bear 
My spirit hence and earth so fair ! 
But vain regrets — regrets are vain I 
They bring not ease, but deepen pain ; 
And they, when fled the hour, are all 
Time leaves us which we may recall. 
And say it might have been I But no I 
With youth to urge the will to do, 
Again would we as we have done 
Nor seek the future pain to shun. 
Old now and clinging o'er the grave 
Were life now young, this would not save, 
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Though sad the lesson, from the deed 
That long has caused this heart to bleed : 
For young blood brooks not love's delay, 
Or wronged, curbs not our hatred's sway. 
But now old age has tamer grown 
And hopes which burned in youth have flown, 
To leave but ashes cold and dead 
Where once the glowing flame was shed. 
But I forget me, and my mind 
Keeps changing as the fitful wind : 
I now would tell my story through 
If I can keep its thread in view. 
Which shuns me as I trace its track 
Or leaves the way all bleak and black, 
Where memory's light gives not one ray 
To mark the dim, forgotten way. 

11. 

Where was I ? Yes ! the castle's height 

Looked black and grim amid the light, 

When from the loop-holes rising high 

The red flames darted to the sky. 

And — Stay 1 not there — the rolling wave 

I could have made lantha's grave, 

But this — nay, I do all forget ! 

But hold ! I will recall it yet. 

Ah, yes I I tiow remember well 

The tale and where I ceased to tell. 
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On through the night we dashed in speed : 
A loosened rein I gave my steed ; 
Yet urged him not in flight too fast 
Lest sorely pressed he could not last, 
But, ere we gained a safe retreat 
My foes with steeds more fresh and fleet 
Would thus outstrip his weary pace 
Before we gained the chosen place. 
Where, waiting for our coming, lay 
A secret bark upon the bay. 
It was not distant far, yet night 
And darkness hovered o'er our flight 
With fens around and her to beir 
Whose safety urged the utmost care. 
And wrought delays which added still 
New dangers to the threatened ill ; 
While distance lengthened, hours wore on 
Till in the east the gray of dawn 
Grew tinted, yet nor wave nor sail 
Rose on the sight through shadows pale. 

III. 

But long ere this our rapid pace 

That whirled the cool breeze in her face 

Awoke lantha from her trance ; 

And through the night I saw her glance 

Which to my face in silence raised. 

Met mine as on her brow I gazed. 
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Too happy yet to move or speak 
Upon my bosom pressed her cheek. 
And tears of joy too sweet for pain 
Left on that cheek their dewy stain. 
And when she spoke 'twas but for fear 
She worried me, or words of cheer 
Or love — but never questioned where 
I thought to bear her — had no care, 
But trusted in my love as guide 
And wished for nothing else beside. 

IV. 

I will not tell that long night's ride ; 
How o'er the valleys dark and wide 
With speed unslacked and anxious breast 
Swiftly along the way we pressed : 
How through the wood so black in night 
It crowded back all sense of sight 
Till we could feel the very gloom 
So thick around the shadows loom ; 
How up the hill-side, and again 
Descending to the darker plain, 
Along whose marshy borders rose, 
Upon the fearful night's repose, 
The reptile's cry from reedy brake, 
Or wild fowl on a distant lake. 
While dancing in its fitful light 
Now darkly red, now thin and white. 



r~ 
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The night lamp o'er the thick morass 
Where foot of man may never pass, 
We hastened in our eager flight ; 
Nor yet had sound of coming foot 
In echo warned of close pursuit 
And if they followed still, the way 
That forced us to so long delay, 
Could be no clearer in the race 
To those who made or led the chase. 

V. 

It may have been delay like this 

Had made us in our care remiss, 

While false security beguiled 

With seeming hopes that on us smiled — 

Nay, hopes that seeming smiled, for youth 

Would always have its wishes truth. 

And hope will live in young hearts when 

In older it has died, or then 

Grown sterile, with no branch of green 

To set one blooming flower between. 

But yet we did not in this hour 

Like doting fools seek sheltering bower, 

That we might rest while danger sped 

Upon our track with stealthy tread ; 

Nor yet forget that ere the morn 

Or e'en the night had midway worn, 

The swiftest foot must needs be found 



1 
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To fly the dangers closing round, 
lantha's love, her fearful fate, 
Her father's and Gonzala's hate. 
My ruin and her tarnished name — 
If in this there was aught of shame — 
Were care enough within my breast 
To drive away all thought of rest, 
Had not my love more wakeful yet 
Forbid that I should thus forget. 

VI. 

There was a deep and dark defile 
Scarce brightened by the daylight's smile. 
Where night its darkest shadows threw 
When from the morn it there withdrew ; 
Through this our farther pathway lay, 
And from it opened on the bay. 
We scaled the hill that stood before, 
Like sentry at this rocky door, 
And, as upon its topmost crest 
We slackened speed to gaze afid rest, 
We saw the streaks of morning glimmer, 
And on the bay its distant shimmer ; 
The silver tide beyond the pass 
Lay waveless as a sea of glass, 
While veiled in darkness far below 
The rocky way o'er which we go. 
We gaze behind ! the landscape broad 
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Shows still the dark and winding road, 

Where grayish mist, half shade, half light, 

Dispels the darkness of the night. 

But still obscures the distant view 

And shows but half the shadow through. 

What moves along the valley there 

Like shadow in the cloudy air ? 

There's one, there's more ! they gather fast 

And press this way ! A gentle blast 

Curls up the mist, and lo ! the trees 

Alone are waving in the breeze ! 

We saw no more, but onward pressed 

Adown the steep hill's rocky breast. 

With hope which now had grown scarce less 

Than joy that waits to crown success. 

VII. 

We entered in that rocky gate 
As firm and fixed as jaws of fate : 
The light we left, to outward' sense 
But made the darkness more intense. 
Yet why should we now dread its night 
When all without was growing bright 
And foes were coming with the light. 
The darkness we had passed had still 
As much of fear and more of ill, 
Without the deepening glow of day 
To guard with light each entrance way. 
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High over all the rocks reposed ; 
Around their heads the shadows closed, 
Through which the jutting crags on high 
Shut from the view the dapple sky ; 
While interlaced and locked with these 
Were climbing vines and spreading trees. 
Among whose branches thick and tall, 
Above the high and rocky wall 
We heard but never felt the breeze. 
High up the hill and through the pine 
We saw the beams of morning shine, 
But scarce gave heed ere turning round 
We entered in this gloom profound, 
The shadows falling thick and fast 
Across the entrance as we passed. 

VIII. 

Tis silent ! Through the darkness deep 

All nature yet is locked in sleep ; 

And not a breath is stirring there ; 

And not a sound breaks on the air 

Save where the hoofs quick echo springs. 

As on the rock the iron rings 

With constant click or clattering sound 

When o'er the smoother path we bound ; 

Save where the fox with quick, sharp cry 

Darts in the rocks as we speed by. 

Or heavy flap of drowsy bird 
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That through the trees overhead is heard, 

Which, startled from its lonely height 

Drives wildly on in headlong flight. 

We passed the den where the wild wolf lay 

In its first slumbers of the day : 

We passed the channel deep and dry 

Where late a mountain stream rushed by, 

And heard the dripping waterfall 

Along the dark rock's oozy wall. 

And felt the breath rise deep and chill 

Where flowed some faintly murmuring rill. 

We heard — what sound is that I hear 

Strike faintly on the quickened ear ? 

*Tis but the rattling fall of stone 

That Time has from its lodgment thrown, 

As echoes from this rocky wall 

Increase the tumult of its fall, 

Until a hundred feet are heard 

In the commotion it has stirred. 

How ready is the startled ear 

To shape the sound to what we fear. 

And change the note as in the night 

The object changes on our sight, 

'Till most familiar sound and shape 

Betray the thing we would escape I 

IX. 

But hark ! again I hear that sound 
In echoes from the rocks rebound ; 
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Tis madness further to delay ; 

In headlong speed they dash this way ! 

Though still as dark, and far before 

Yet lies the lake's inviting shore, 

To us is left no more to choose ; 

We have as much to win or lose, 

And through this night of shadows gray, 

We lead as fearful chase as they. 

Fate holds the scales and wins the meed 

The stoutest heart and fleetest steed. 

X. 

O ! what a trusting thing is love, 
If centred in the Lord above, 
Or clinging to the clay when fears 
Draw to the thing the heart reveres ! 
The frailest hand is potent then 
To shield from beasts or brutish men, 
And, trusting in its strength, the soul 
Unshaken, yields to love's control. 
And thus lantha on my breast 
Clung trusting as this danger pressed. 
Without a motion, close and still. 
Save that a tremor like a chill 
Would now and then her pulses thrill ; 
With not a word of doubt or fear 
From hidden way or foemen near : 
But as their footsteps louder grew 
She yet a little closer drew 
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Until the heart-throbs through her vest 
Beat tremulous against my breast, 
And seemed soft echoes of my own 
As both our hearts beat now as one. 
She softly whispered in my ear 
A little word of love and cheer, 
That in my heart, now faint and sore, 
Revived its joyful hopes once more. 
How light a word when aptly spoken 
Has oft through darker shadows broken 1 

XI. 

Still dashing on, nor far in rear. 
The echoing hoof I plainly hear ; 
Their forms are hid in shadows dark 
But yet I see the flashing spark 
As from the rock the smiting steel 
Enforces it with grinding heel. 
O Life I O Love ! give strength and wings 
To my swift steed as on he springs ! 
Smooth every step, and guide the way 
That accident bring no delay. 
Deep from his hot and foaming flank 
• My urging heel the life-blood drank, 
And headlong from the mad*ning pain, 
With urging hand and slackened rein. 
He presses onward swift and free — 
The way his keener eye can see — 
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Till in the distance dim and gray 
A light appears, and in the day 
Now gleam the waters of the bay. 
Just as he dashed within the light 
My form had caught their eager sights 
And with a cheer they forward sprang, 
I heard the hard hoofs quicker clang 
But could not urge to greater speed 
My long overtaxed and failing steed. 
They gained each instant on our track. 
And I could see in glancing back, 
When through the opening arch we passed 
The little distance left at last, 
Could see their steeds with nostril wide, 
And fiery eye and foaming side ; 
And leading on with forehead bare, 
From which swept back his flowing hair, 
Gonzala ^ame with carbine raised. 
The shot be aimed an instant blazed, 
And as its quick, sharp echo rung, 
With frantic bound my charger sprung. 
The Hghtning*s shaft darts through the night 
And storm with scarce more rapid flight 
Than dashed with frenzied limbs along 
My steed in agony now strong. 
Twas but the strength the death-shot gives 
And man or brute thus headlong drives 
An instant ere to earth they fall, 
16 
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When through the vitals drives the ball. 
For us, this new imparted speed 
Thus gained in darkest hour of need, 
On to the very waters bore, 
Where, fleet with foam and red with gore 
The noble brute sunk on the shore. 
And with one gasp of parting breath, 
He stiffened in the throes of death. 

XII. 

Emerging from the rocky wall 

On dashed the brood — they saw him fall ; 

And with a cry, like dogs which spring 

On bird that drops with broken wing, 

They forward rushed. Our waiting boat 

Already on the waves afloat. 

Shot through the limpid tide and bore 

Their prize from the receding shoje. 

Gonzala dashed upon the beach 

And saw us yet in carbine reach. 

And I, just set the filling sail, 

Was standing by the bending mast ' 

Shifting it still to catch the blast. 

I saw his face was deadly pale, 

And from his eye the flashing fire 

Shot with a deep and deadly ire 

A withering flame to burn and blast 

Where ever hate those glances cast. 



OR, THE HERMIT'S TALE. 243 

4 

Again that fatal tube was raised ; 

Again its sulphury lightning blazed ; 

But ere the flash or bullet came, 

lantha saw the deadly aim, 

And ere I scarce had time for thought, 

Or saw the fatal vengeance sought, 

She forward sprung — her own fair breast 

Convulsive to my own was pressed : 

And then I saw the fatal flash. 

And heard the sharp and stunning crash. 

And felt — my God ! what means that stain, 

A crimson tint from severed vein ? 

What means — whence comes this purple flood ? 

That bosom too is bathed in blood ! 

That cheek — those lips — are deadly white ! 

Those eyes have lost their glowing light ; 

Their trembling lids now gently close, 

As sinking to a sweet repose ! 

My God I is this, can this be death ! 

There is no pulse, there is no breath ! 

All hushed and still and lifeless there. 

Then in that moment of despair, 

I would have plunged me in the wave 

And sought on shore a bloody grave, 

But they restrained my frantic mood. 

And sought to stanch her flowing blood. 

The spirit had already flown 

And she had died without a groan ! 
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XIII. 

Yes, she had died upon this breast 
And yet I thought she still caressed. 
I saw the stain and felt the flow 
But knew not then my depth of woe ; 
I heard the crash and felt the shock 
As one who feels, when on some rocH 
The wild waves dash the foundering bark. 
And through the billows deep and dark, 
He sees beneath the frowning brink, 
Torn from his arms the loved one sink, 
While yet upon the billow's breast 
Dashed onward o'er each foaming crest, 
When all his hopes of life are o'er, 
They throw him high upon the shore, 
Denied the grave their depths could give. 
And courting death, yet forced to live. 
And when I woke — I did not wake 
As we from restless slumbers break — 
But when I woke, it was like one 
Who on the beach had thus been thrown. 
To find upon that barren shore 
That life was left but nothing more : 
To feel upon the throbbing brain 
The sickness of a ceaseless pain ; 
To see around familiar token 
Dashed on the sand of idol broken, 
And from the sea a desert spot 
' That foot of man had threaded not. 
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And toward the sea, oh wave or sky 
No cloud or sail to catch the eye. 
There is no passion half so strong 
As grief which has its source in wrong, 

XIV. 

They bore me to the ship whose sail 
Was spreading to the freshening gale, 
And swiftly from the circling bay 
Around the point we swept away. 
From this my memory gropes in night, 
With here and there a glimpse of light, 
And what from others I had heard, 
With here and there remembered word, 
And forms whose airy semblance seem 
The creatures of a feverish dream, 
And shores I know not yet can see 
Their misty outlines pass by me. 
I yet can see upon the strand 
Bendina and that murderer stand, 
And gathered round, their slavish band ; 
Can see them wave the threatening hand. 
Or beck with frantic gestures there, 
And call to us in their despair. 
I heard and shouted back again 
Reply, I know not what, my brain 
Was wild with grief which thus oppressed, 
Relieved the torture in the breast. 
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They said I laughed, and mocking cried 
To him -t© come and take his bride ; 
For madness in that fearful hour, 
Had robbed e'en sorrow of its* power. 
And left me happy with the thought 
That what I held, and what they sought 
Was yet the lovely thing I bore, 
So lightly but an hour before, 
With love, and life, and smiles to cheer 
The heart I held her fondly ne^r. 

XV. 

They told me ('twas wheq years had past 
And I had come to speak at last 
Of this with steady voice) the day 
On which we left that fatal bay. 
From morn 'till night, I would not lay 
My burden down, but gently bore 
Her in my arms, and wiped the gore 
That trickled from the wound away ; 
The while with words of fond caress, 
Her voiceless lips would softly press, 
And whisper in her death cold ear 
In dread some listener might hear ; 
Then smile and wait her answer still. 
And chide the silent lips whose breath 
I knew not then had passed in death. 
It was a blessing that my ill 
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Took not a wilder fancy then : 
But I was calm, and when the men 
Would look on me with moistened eye, 
I was surprised, and asked them why 
They could be sad, when one so sweet 
Was ready with her smiles to greet ; 
And bade them — but I cannot tell 
Nor longer on those sad hours dwell, 
Lest now I wake that sleeping tide. 
That fount of all my bitterness, 
Whose rising waves I would suppress. 
But soon I go to meet that bride ! 
Fold back ye clouds ! I see the beam 
That brightens o'er death's turgid stream. 
And in the light I see her stand 
And beckon to that brighter land ! 

Overcome by his feelings and weakness, 
A moment he paused in his story. 
To rest him and calm his emotions, 
That often had checked his recital. , 
The flush on his cheek had grown crimson, 
Like sunlight on snow when the evening 
Is falling and daylight is fading 
Away in the darkness and shadow. 



III. 

UNITED. 

WITH his eyes gazing out in the sunlight, 
Yet looking beyond sun and shadow, 
With his lips moving slow as in prayer, 
Still he lay, and we waited beside him. 
Not long did he keep us in waiting, 
For soon he recalled his sad story 
And slowly began its recital. 
Faintly, at first, but with fervor 
As memory restored every picture. 

I. 

When morning light had come again, 
And brightened o*er the sky and main. 
In it^ first full and glowing beam, 
Our bark we anchored in a stream 
Which rolled its bright and yellow sand, 
Down through a fair and sunny land, 
Where flowers spread their fragrant bloom, 
And breezes bore their sweet perfume, 
On dewy wings. out o'er the bay. 
And to the islands far away. 
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II. 

There floats a bark upon that river, 

And bearing to its rest forever, 

The fairest flower that ever death 

Has withered with his blasting breath. ' 

Drest in her bridal robes she lay. 

Sweet as the hour she passed away. 

A smile yet lingered on her face, 

The last sweet touch of fading grace. 

And one had thought her sleeping, save 

That awful calm which bodes a grave, 

More peaceful than the troubled rest. 

Which sleep can bring the throbbing breast. 

The boat has landed on the shore, 

And though rough hands this burden bore, 

No gentler ever raised the bier, 

Though slept within the friend most dear ; 

No kinder eyes ere dropt a tear 

From sadder hearts, than on that day 

Fell o'er that fair but broken clay. 

The stoutest heart like woman's grew. 

The coldest eye was moist with dew ; 

The harshest voice was mild and low. 

And tremulous with sound of woe : 

And gentle as an infant's touch 

Moved those rough hands, though skilled to clutch 

The pitchy ropes in calm or gale 
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To reef or spread the whitening sail, 

As slowly down with noiseless care, 

As if they feared to pain her there, 

They lowered the casket in the tomb. 

And o'er it strewed the wild flower's bloom, 

Then cast o'er all the crumbling dust, 

And gave to earth its solemn trust. 

III. 

Then as the clods above her rose 
They seemed to lift my weight of woes. 
And loose the fountains of my grief 
Until their tears brought sweet relief. 
'Twas strange ! That dull and heavy pain 
Was lifted from my darkened brain ! 
But O my heart ! what was thy power 
Thou didst not, break in such an hour? 
The stagnate waters of my woe 
Embittered by forbidden flow, 
Swept o'er my breast in such a tide 
That in the stream all else beside 
Was swallowed, and my heart left waste 
As where the lava stream is traced 
O'er fields which it has overflown, 
Where withered flowers lie crisped and dead 
In cinders on the blackened bed, 
Beneath a dark and burning stone. 
You cannot plant that waste again ! 
A desert still it must remain : 
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So in my heart there was not room 
For other love to bud and bloom. 

IV. 

That hour had changed my hopes and fate, 
And from this grief there sprung a hate, 
That deepened with its bitterness. 
But like its flow grew none the less ; 
And in my heart where all before 
With kindness had been flowing o*er, 
That bitter tide had turned to gall, 
As flowers, when poisonous, vapors fall. 
Wet with the dew, drink in the ill 
And death mixed with their sweets, distil. 
At first it seemed I loathed the face. 
The very sight of all my race, 
And felt vindictive feelings rise 
If any came before my eyes. 
This changed as in my grief I changed, 
And from them I grew less estranged 
But not that hate less deadly grew — 
That in my heart it could not do — 
But from the many unto one 
Concentring had its tide begun, 
Until that whole deep, bitter stream 
Through every thought, in every dream, 
Bore in its tide as in a glass, 
An image that could never pass, 
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But constant as the rock's dark brow 
Reflected in the stream below, 
The face of him whose baffled will, 
Had worked me such a deadly ill. 
And gazing on this image long, 
And brooding o'er my bitter wrong, 
A now resistless feeling rose 
Overleaping all that might oppose, 
And so upon my being wrought 
It instant changed each former thought, 
And gave to all new life again : 
If was revenge I thought of then I 
Sweet in tHe taking, but when sped 
How bitter are its fruits instead. 

V. 

And from that day, nay ! from that hour 
That feeling gained o'er me such power. 
That when awake I planned the way, 
And dreaming would the murderer slay. 
Full many were the plans I made, 
And deep and well I thought them laid. 
But at the last on one I fell 
Which, for my peace, but sped too well. 
I was a wanderer in the land. 
And joined at last a roving band 
Which I was chosen to command. 
Because I knew, nor feared to lead 
Where richest spoils repaid their greed, 
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Although I had no wish or care 
With them in lawless gains to share. 
'Twas not for love of filthy spoil, 
I shared their dangers and their toil, 
But hatred of that soulless race, 
Without the heart, that wore the face, 
And in the guise of human, still 
Wrought deeds of most inhuman ill. 
And in their arms I further saw 
A hope, a promise which the law — 
What cared I for the laws of man — 
Could never give. I saw the plan 
By which revenge of glutting gore 
Could drink till it should thirst no more. 

VI. 

Our home was in the mountain rock 
Whose giddy height assault would mock. 
And through the narrow way we passed 
A fissure cleft by lightning's blast. 
But one could enter, toiling slow 
Up from the distant base below. 
So narrow was this winding way 
That should two meet, both were at bay; 
And one must turn to cave or plain 
Ere either could go on again. 
Among these rocks and down this path. 
There have been many scenes of death, 
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Through midnigbt gloom in morning light, 

AVhen raged around the bloody fight 

By numbers in the open field, 

By bands among the rocks concealed \ 

By bold assault before our eyes, 

And by the midnight planned surprise. 

They tried us ; but from each attack 

Their soldiers soon were driven back ; 

While many red, incrusted stones. 

And many white and bleaching bones, 

Told of fierce conflict, and the zeal 

Of desperate hands 'gainst hireling steel. 

From scenes like these and fierce affray, 

My bold descent upon my prey, 

My fearless heart and restless mood 

And seeming thirst for scenes of blood — 

For e'en my name all hearts appalled — 

Mont6 Leoni I was called. 

The Lions Whelps, my bloody men, 

Our cave the mountain lion's den. 

They never knew, who know me here, 

The meaning of that name of fear. 

Else they, perchance, would shun my cot 

Who long have loved this peaceful spot. 

With steps as fleet as those who fled 

That rock from whence my band I led. 
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VII. 

Beyond the mountains o'er the bay 

Whose flashing waves before us lay. 

So distant that when tempests lashed, 

And on the sands the huge waves washed, 

It seemed those billows swift and high. 

Scarce moved beneath the bending sky : 

Beyond those mountains far away 

Where swept their rivers to the plain, 

Spread out Gonzala's broad domain. 

Already rich, he had grown old ; 

His coffers huge were filled with gold 

And booty, which from mint and mine 

He hoarded, when these gems should shine 

As jewels rare and richly set, 

In girdling zone or coronet. 

He had not ta'en another bride ; 

And if he loved, that love had died. 

Or centred in his golden store. 

Whose yellow heaps he counted o'er 

And took the jewels tenderly, 

Their radiance kindling in his eye 

A light as ardent as the gleam 

Which kindles love from beauty's beam. 

There in that lone but lovely spot 

If lost lantha he forgot, 

In my wild cavern I had not. 
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Nor my revenge, which waiting yet, 
Forbade that I should e'er forget. 
Awaiting there with joy I saw 
The hour to strike upon me draw. 
No bride awaited for the hour 
That leads her to the nuptial bower. 
With deeper joy to see at last 
The long wished moment coming fast, 
When lifers great hope and purpose will 
The measure of her blessing fill. 
Than I to know this life-long hate, 
In deep revenge that hour would sate. 

VIII. 

My men were ready for the deed : 

They questioned not where I would lead. 

Though well they knew there would be strife, 

With cost to some of limb and life. 

Yet riches gained that would repay 

Their wounds and hazard of the fray. 

When I had formed the plot and plan. 

The deed must follow swift — each man 

To me was but an active power 

Which I could wield to suit the hour. 

At eve we crossed the narrow bay. 

And landed, as the deep'ning gray. 

Had closed in night, and plain and hill, 

Lay in the falling shadows still. 
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Up o'er the dusky mountain side, 
I was their leader and their guide j * 
They followed cheerily up the steep, *. 
O'er rocky ledge, through. forest deep, 
O'er chasms by the tempest torn. 
Through beds the mountaio stream had worn, 
Where in the loose earth deep and dank, 
In oozy mire, our footsteps sank. 
And onward to the crowning height 
Whose rocky head was hid in night, 
In haste we pressed with footsteps light, 
Since it was meet our work be done. 
And we returned ere morning's sun 
Proclaim our deeds and light the way 
To intercept us from the bay. 

IX. 

We stood upon the heights above, 
And saw within a dusky grove 
Beneath the starlight gray and dim, 
Gonzala's castle, high and grim, 
Rest peaceful in a hushed repose 
Unmindful of its hovering foes. 
No more upon the outer wall. 
Was heard the watchman's lonely call, 
That through the weary watch of night 
Proclaimed the hours in peaceful flight 
Those days had past, yet now, indeed 

17 
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Of watchmen there was greatest need I 
For danger in its darkest form, 
Was gathering o*er it as a storm, 
Though not with peal or lightning flash, 
But yet to burst with deeper crash, 
When through its archway drives my band 
With charging cheer and gleaming brand. 
The drawbridge swings from moat no more 
No warder watches at the door ; 
And all is now so hushed and still, 
That listening there we feel a chill, 
Such as the timid feel, when they 
Pass church or ruin in decay. 
May heaven give them sweeter rest 
Who slumber there with fearless breast. 
For when we rouse them, *tis to sleep 
In slumbers far more hushed and deep. 

X. 

Upon the night there rang a cheer, 
A fearful cry indeed, to hear. 
And mixing with it falling blow, 
The curse of pain, the cry of woe, 
The crash of yielding bar and door, 
And trampling feet on earth and floor, 
While carbine flashed and sabre rung 
'Gainst whirling axe and broadsword swung, 
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And on the floor and o*er the wall, 
Scarred by the blade or glancing ball, 
The spouting blood ran thick and. red, 
Where fell the wounded and the dead. 
'Twas fearful though the strife was short, 
And gathering in the outer court. 
The few who battled still for life 
Continued there the desperate strife. 
Gonzala led' them : him I sought, 
For other blades I held at naught, 
While yet the cause of all my wrong 
Still fought unharmed amid the throng. 
Our glances met ; " Come on 1 " I cried, 
" Thou slayer of my sainted bride 1 
Thy death awaits, not heaven nor she, 
For neither thou may'st hope to see I 
Hast thou forgot that hour of woe ? 
Then in this its avenger know ! " 
By him I was remembered well ; 
His upraised blade in terror fell, 
For to him now Leoni bore 
A shape of far more fearful power. 
When to the bandit's ruthless fame 
Was linked the fierce avenger's name ! 
From nerveless grasp his keen blade fell. 
That he before had wielded well, 
For love of wealth and desperate rage 
Overcame the rust of time and age, 
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And crouching like some frightened thing 
That cowers and wait3 the lion's spring, 
Without the power to fight or fly, 
He only waited there to die. 
Jle did not plead — had but one wordr^ 
'Twas all I asked from him — been.heqf^* 
I would have smote him with my steel, _., 
Or crushed him underneath my he^l. 
Another thus I would iiave spared, .' • ». 
Through pity and a hoped reward^. .-^ • 
But him — lantha's lonely grave -.-^ 

Was by the distant ocean's wayc^<^^ y 
And on that grave, an oatji I^^tifore-*^ 
I kept it, and he lives no morj?. , 



XI. 

I saw his coffer's yellow store. 

And some had crimson spots of gore. 

Borne from his halls with greedy hands j 

I saw them fix the blazing brands. 

And from the distant mountain's height, 

The plains like day glow in the light j 

I saw the shadows lift and fall. 

As from the roof and o'er the wall 

The forked and flashing wave of flame 

In eddying breezes went and came ; 

And through the walls now burned and black, 

I saw from many a yawning crack 
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The jets of flame along the air, 
Like serpent tongues, dart here and there, 
Whilj; swaying through the raging fire, 
Were toppling roof and tower and spire. 
They fell ! one glare of flashing light, 
That made all earth a moment bright, 
A low -dull crash and flying brands, 
That fell ip showers along the sands ; 
Then darkness, gathered where the blazie 
W^ dying -put upon the gaze. 
I passed that sppt in after years, 
But, iiOthing(.of the hall appears, 
Save bereand tb^se a blackened stone. 
With waving trees long overgrown : 
All else had pcirj*ft^d from the spot, . 
And name. and place alike forgot 
By all save me, with this regret, 
Restore I cannot, nor forget ! 

« 

xn. 

When this was done I left that land. 
For this alone I joined that band — 
Nought further bound me to the soil ; 
I loathed such deeds and scorned their spoil. 
Though I had led them where it lay. 
And fought with them to win the prey. 
But now my vengeance was appeased, 
The madness cured, my heart had seized. 
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And settling in that vacant place 

Where glowed that hate and lived that face, 

Was a remorse which o'er my soul 

Must ever with its shadows roll. 

Mine was a dark and fearful fate : 

No being left to love or hate ! 

lantha slumbered by the wave, 

Gonzala dead without a grave ; 

Bendina crazed when from that ball 

He saw his lovely daughter fall, 

Had lived for years a sad'ning sight, 

With reason lost in utter night. 

But he was dead, and only I 

Was left to mourn, repent, and die. 

XIII. 

I shunned the world. There was one spot. 

But one alone I hated not ; 

That was the sacred earth which closed 

Above where she I loved, reposed. 

And when those fearful years had passed. 

There turned my weary feet at last. 

And when I neared that lovely shore, 

I felt, as when in days before 

With throbbing heart and bounding feet, 

I hastened in that grov6 to meet 

The one, though lost for many years. 

Still waited for my love and tears. 
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Beside that grave where I had swoin, 
The oath fulfilled, I came to mourn, 
Because it gave me not again 
The lost one when my foe was slain : 
And when had sped this last endeavor, 
The world I there renounced forever. 

XIV. 

My sight grows dim ! is this thing death 

That chills my blood and checks my breath? 

I fear it not, but there ! and there ! 

I see them wildly on me glare ! 

Nay ! Murderer, back ! away ! away ! 

You cannot snatch me from her clay ! 

Was I not dreaming now ? I saw 

Gonzala near my bedside draw ! 

He threatened with menacing hand, 

As I had seen him on that strand, 

And pointed, as across the wave, 

But pointed to lantha's grave ! 

She sleeps beneath that mossy stone, 

You see it there with flowers o'ergrown. 

And scented shrubs and fragrant trees. 

Whose odor ladens every breeze : 

That is the grave those rude hands made. 

There is the spot where she was laid. 

When from the bark, upon this shore, 

Its precious burden thence we bore. 
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Tread lightly, for a bleeding breast 
Beneath that stone is laid to rest 1 
I go ! I feel that hand once more, 
With fearful, numbning, nameless power, 
Which seizes on the vitals, when 
We would resolve to dust again. 
When this is o'er then lay me where 
Those flowers are blooming sweet and fair. 
Then will I rest, our dust in dust 
Commingling here, nor gain nor lust 
Disturbing more our spirits blest 
United in that land of rest. 
Farewell ! I feel the parting chill — 
'Tis past, the broken wheel stands still. 

He died, and we laid him beside her. 

The loved one for whom he had suffered, 

And gathered fresh garlands and strewed them 

Over the graves of the sleepers. 

When we lifted those vines from her head-stone, 

We found but one name graven on it, 

The name of the lost and the loved one. 

We cut on that stone yet another, 

Above them a broken heart bleeding, — 

Two names are now linked there together, 

The sleepers, Moneto — lantha. 

Prairie Farm, November^ 1863. 
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